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LIFE and WRITINGS 


OF 


BEN. FONSON, Ef 


Porr Laurzar to King Yames the Firft, 
and King Charles the Firft. 


WITH 
fn AgstrRacrT of the Lives of their Favourites, 
Somerfet and Buckingham 
COLLECTED FROM THE 


Writings of the moft eminent Hiftorians, and 
interfperfed with the Pafquils of thofe Times, 


To which are added, 
| wo Comepies, (wrote by Ben. Fonfon, Fe. 
: and not printed in his Works) called 


The Widow, and Eafward Hee. 


By W. R. CHETWOOD. 


Poets have an undoubted Right to claim, 
If not: the greateft, the moft lafiing Name. Cone. 
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Printed for, and Sold by, W. R.. CuETwoop; at’ the 

~ Green Door, the Entrance of the Four-Court-Marfbalfea : 

and by Meffis. G, and 4 Ewing, P. Wilfen, R. Fames, 

S. Price, and F. Rudd, in Dame-ftreet ; ge Grier fon and 

Company, and G. Faulkner, in Effex-fireet ; C. Wynne, 

in Caple-ftreet ; L. Flin, in Cafile-fireet; and W. Whey. 

fione, in Skinner-row ; Bookfellers in Dublin; and F. 
flay, Bookfeller, in Belfaf. 1756 
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Thomas Adderley, Eig; 


i 
SFR, 
: N Addrefs from an intire 
ta Stranger to your Perfon, 
| may appear like Adulation; but 
Vox Populi, Se. therefore you 
_ muft be lefs confpicuous in your 
_ Goodnefs, to be lefs admired. A 
Perfon that, in his private Capa- 
city, 1s ever labouring to do pub- 
lic Good to his Fellow-Citizens ; 
to preferve their juft Rights, their 
Liberties 


DEDICATION... 
Liberties and Laws, muft be a 
true Patriot and Guardian of his: 
Country. Diftant Nations are 
not to blame, who feel the 
Warmth of the Sun, to own its: 
Influence. He that is contented: 
in his private Station, and is hourly 
accumulating Praife by worthy 
Adtions, is the beft Citizen. 
Titles, if not worn by Virtue, 
are indelible Stains to the Wearer. 
This is the chief Motive why I 
prefumed: in the Choice of my: 
Patron, and muft add to the 
Pref{umption, in fubfcribing my- 
felf | 


Your fincerely obedient 


Humble Servants 


W.. R, CHeTrwoop, 


PREFACE, 


| HIS Lire of Ben. Jonson was firft 

undertaken at the Sollicitation of 
two Bookfellers in Dublin, to prefix to our 
Author’s Works, and Propofals were print- 
ed accordingly; but finding it, On mature 
Confideration, too weighty an Undertaking, 
they were compelled to defift.. However, 
feveral Gentlemen, of critical Obfervation, 
after confidering the Tract, were of Opi- 
nion it fhould be made public; therefore, 
the Editors have made it a more general 


Hiftory of thofe Times, and hope it may 


prove more entertaining to the curious 
Reader, 
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They have alfo added two celebrated 
Comedies, in which our Author joined with 
three cotemporaty eminent Poets, never 
publifhed in any Edition of Fon/on’s Works, 
and allowed, by the beft Judges, to equal, 
if not excel, his other Performances. Lafi- 
qward Hoe! fo incenfed King James I. and 
his Court, that Yonfon was feized and im- 
prifoned ; and fuch was the Unhappinefs of 
thofe Times, that it was with the greateft 
Difficulty, and the inceflant Solicitations of 
the prime Nobility, he ¢fcaped a {evere 
Punifhment, (viz. his Ears nail’d to the 
Pillory, cut off by the Hangman, and per- 
petual Banifhment.) His Mother, to pre- 
yent the Jgnominy, prepared a mortal Mix- 
ture of Opium, and other quick difpatching 
Poifons, which fhe was. refolved they both 
fhould take together, on the firft Notice of 


the Sentence being pronounced. 


SUBSCRIBERS 


IN ee IME Foe: 


A 
HE Right Honourable the Earl of Antrim, 
Rupert Atwood, Efq; 
T. Arthur, Efq; 
William Armftrong, Efq; C. of Tipperary, 22 Books. 
Rev. Paris. Anderfon, M. A, 
Mr. John Adair, 
Mr. John Arrowfmith. 
Mr. Thomas Arran, 
ir. Thomas Ailworth, 
Mrs. Mary Adair, 
Milfs Applets, 
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Honourable. Robert Butler, E(q; 
Jofeph Burke, Efq; 

Edward Barry, Efq; 

Spranger Barry, Efq; 50 Books. 
Chichefter Bolter, Eq; 

Henry Bowerman, E{q; 
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Nathaniel Barry, Efq;" M. D. 
Mr. W. Barry, 12 Books. 
Edmund Blackhall, M. D. 
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Mr. John Bowden, 2 Books. 
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Ir. John Barton 

Mr. George Barlow. 

Mr. William Barker, 

ir. William Bibb 
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Mir. John | Brifcoe, Painter. 
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ir. Thomas Brewer. 
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Ir: Burton, 
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INTRODUCTION. 


REAT and good Poets are an Honour to the 
Countries that gave them Birth; we have a more 
particular Account of their infpired Train of An- 
| tiquity, than even of their K7ngs and Herges. No lef 
than feven Cities of Greece contended for the Birth of 
Homer, neither was that Contention ever truly decided. 


Thucidides {eems to fix it in the Ifand of Chios from the 
Author’s own Words: 
: 


‘ The blind Bard that dwells in fandy Chios, 
€ Whofe Works fhall ever live in high Efteem. 


But the learned C2faubou feems to give no very great Credit 
to Thucidides, though ever eeemed a very faithful Aij/- 
torian: He tells us, 

‘ Homer wander’d over all the ands of Greece, and 
* fare a Man might dwell where he was not born ;’ but 
this is beyond our Purpofe ; therefore we fhall leave the 
Antients to their due. reverential Honours, which will 
endure to the End of Time. Greece, at prefent, lies 
low in Learning; and even Italy is but the Shadow of 
what fhe was; the Drama’ of the Italians is foft and 
enervating. Few worth mentioning among the Spaniards, 
Portuzuefe, Germans, or Dutch; and the dramaticl 
Mufe feems to be divided between Fr; 
thern Nations. England has 
Poets thefe three laft Centuries 
Europe, as well in dramatick, 
an the facred Science. 
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produced more excellent 
than all the other Parts of 

as every other Brench 


B IRELAND, 


IRELAND, many Ages paft, was called the learned 
Ifland ,; and Poets were ‘held in ve ry high Efteem by their 
Monarchs and chief Nobility; and the Natives, no doubt, 
as early as : re People of the learned World, drank deep 
Draughts of the Heliconian are We are convinced, 
the Jrifh Language (though we confefs we do not under- 
ftand it) wants neither Majetty, Softnets, Rhetoric, or + 
Elegance. To-prove that Poets were in high Rank: in 
Ireland, before the Danes ravaged the fruitful Kingdom, 
give us Leave to infert Part of a Tranflation from the 
original Irifb, by a learned Gentleman of this Kingdom ; 
a poetical Account of the royal Officers that attended the 
Courts of the antient Monarchs of JRELAND. 


TuEsE Royal Officers, for Ufe and State, 
Attend the Court, and on the Monarch wait. 
A Nobleman, whofe virtuous Adtions grace 
His Blood, and add new Glories to his Race. 
A Ju idee, to fix the Meaning of the Laws; 
To thield the Poor, and right ‘the i injur’d Caufe. 
A learn’d Phyfician, by ‘his artful Care 
To eafe the a and weaken’d a repair. 
i Poet, o applaud, or boldly blame! 
And july. '. give imamy or Fame ; 
For, without him, the fretheft Laurels fade, 
And Vice to dark Oblivion is betray’d. 
ine .e next Attendant was a faithful Prieft, 
ophetie Fury roll’d within his Breaft! 
a of his God, he tells the diftant Doom 
Of Kings ie and Nations yet to come. 
To touch the Harp the fweet Mufician bends, 
And both his Honds upon the String extends. 
MuGic has Power the Paffions to controul, 
And tune the harfh Diforders of the Soul! 


We hope it may oblige the Reader, if we here give 
him a fhort Ac count e the Rife and Fall of K. Fames the 
Firft’s two Favot : Both, from mean Beginnings, 
arofe to the hioheft Step of Honour and Power; who 
ruled the Nation under this weak Monarch; more ef {pe- 


cially, as they are often pointed at in the many Pafguil ; 
of 
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of thofe Times during the Life of our Poet, and fome of 
them fuppofed to be written by Ben Fonfon. 

‘ * ROBERT GARR, his firft Favourite, a young Scot, 
‘ about twenty, a very handfome Man, was, by Lord 
‘ Hayes, thought a fit Perfon to fix the King’s AffeCtions. 
* With this Hope, he was refolved to fhew him at Court, 
‘ and furprize the King, by prefenting to him this new 
* Object, as it were by Accident, 

‘ One Day, at a Tilting, she pitched upon Carr to 
* carry his Shield and Device’ to the King, according to 
€ antient Cuftom. 

‘ Tue King being on Horfeback, and Curr advancing 
“ to perform his Office, his Horfe flung him, and broke 
“his Leg. ‘ames feem’d greatly concern’d at the Ac- 
* cident, and ordered him an Apartment im the Palace at 
©‘ Whitehall. 

‘ In fhort, not a Day paft, but the King fpent many 
“ Hours in his Chamber, till he was intirely recovered, 
‘ Then the King, finding him unlearned, undertook to 
* teach him Latin; (a proper Office, fays O/borze) he 
‘ knighted’ him, and made him Gentleman of his Bed- 
* chamber, ‘fames made fuch a rapid Progre(é in advancing 
‘ his Favourite, that, in the Compafs of two Years, he 
< made him High-Treafurer of Scotland, Baron of Bran/- 
“ pith, and Vifcount Roche/fer, Privy-counfellor, and 
* Knight of the Garter, and, foon after, created him Earl 
© of Sommerfet. In the mean Time, he fellin Love with 
“ the Countefs of Effex, or rather, fhe with him, who 
* being married to the Earl of Effex againft her Will, fhe 
* pleaded there was no Confummation, and the Gill a Vir- 
‘ gin, fued for,a Divorce affifted by Carr, who ruled all, 
© Sir Thomas Overbury was intirely ag-ainft thefe Proceed- 
“ ings, (who being a real Friend to Carr). Carr difeo- 
* vered Overbury’s Sentiments ‘to the Countels of Effex, 
* which fo enraged her, that fhe, and. her Accomplices, 
* with the Compliance of Carr, then Vifcount Rochefter, 
© wrought the Death of Overbury by a lingring Poifon, 
* Soon after, the Trial for the Divorce came on between 
Effex and his Countefs. She, being properly examined, 
“ was declared a Virgin; but however, (fays an Author 
bees “ of 


* Wilfon, Ojborne, Coke, Rapin, 
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of thofe Times) fhe declared her Modefty could not 
brook to be examined barefaced ; {o fhe prevailed upon 
the Court of Juftice, with the Help of her Paramour, 
Carr, to appear veiled to the Jury of Matrons; fo the 
Countefs wifely whip’d a Habit of her own on a real 
‘ Virgin, of her Shape, Make, and Stature, and palm’d 
¢ her on the Examinants inftead of herfelf. 

« Wui ze this Divorce was. varioufly cenfured,. Carr 
‘ efpoufed the Countefs of Efex, which added-Rumour 
upon Rumour, and foon after Owverbury’s Murder was 
difcovered, Sommerfet, (as he then was, by a new 
‘ Creation), with his new Countefs, and their Accom- 
‘ plices,, were try’d, found guilty, and condemned. 
‘ ‘Their Accomplices were executed; but Sommerfet and 
‘ his Wife were firft reprieved, and after pardoned, con- 
‘ trary ta ‘fames’s Oath: He denounced a heavy Curfe 
‘ upon himfelf and his Pofterity, if ever he pardoned the 
‘ Murderers of Overbury. To finifh. what relates to the 
‘ Earl and Counte(s of Sommerfet, Iitiall briefly add, that 
‘ their Love, which had carried them to commit. fuch 
‘ abominable Deeds, turn’d, inthe End, to Hatred; they 
« lived many Years in one Houfe, as Strangers to each 
© Other, and, at laft, the Countefs died of an uncommon 
¢ Difeafe, (an Ulcer in her Womb.) Bat the Earl lived 
* long enough. to fee his Daughter married to the Duke of 
‘ Bedford, who had by her the Lord Rafell; beheaded in 
‘ the Reign of Charles Ii. for high ‘Treafon,’ 

Tuere was 2 fhort Copy of Verfes handed about 
in thofe Times, faid to be written by one Lane, Author of 
{everal poetical Pieces, call’d, 
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ApvicE To THE Sons o« MEN. 


¢ Ler any poor Lad, that is handfome and young, 
© With Parle vous France, and.a Voice for a Song, 
‘ But once get a Horfe, and feek out good. ames, 
‘ He’ll foon find the Houle, ’tis great, near the Thames, 
© It was built by a Prieft, a Butcher by Calling, 
‘ But neither Priefthood nor Trade cou’d keep hin from 
falling. 
¢ As foon as you ken the pitiful Loon, 
« Fall down from your Nag, as if in a Swoon: 


‘if 
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If he doth nothing more, he’ll open his Purfe, 

“If he likes you, (’tis known he’s a yery good Narfe) 
® Your Fortune is made, he’l! drefs you in Sattin, 

¢ And, if you’re unlearn’d, he'll teach you Dog Latin. 
) © On good pious Fames Male Beauty prevaileth, 

¢ And other Men’s Fortune on fuch he in-taileth. 
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{ CARR being marry’d fo the Countefs of Efex, the 
| Courtiers rightly conceived it was a fit Time to. work his 
; Difgrace ; but the beft Way to bring this to pais, was to 
; procure him another new Favourite: 

< * Kine F4MES was wont, twice a Year, to take a 
, ¢ Journey into fome Part of the Kingdom, thefe were 
| ‘ called Progreffes, one in the Winter, and one in the 
j «Summer. In the Year 1615 he ftop’d at Cambridge y. 
| « where the Scholars entertain’d him with a Comedy,, 
' © call’d Ignoramus, which turn’d the common Law inte: 
¢ Ridicule, a Matter that greatly pleafed the King, who 
¢ defired to fee it a fecond Time.’ 

Ar this Play, the Lords of the Court placed George 
Villars, a young Gentleman of a fine Mein, an excellent 
Shape, exceeding handfome, and elegantly drefs’d, near’ 
the King. Their Plot fucceeded; for the King feldom 
took his Eyes off him. This young Man, by the Helps 
of his Mother, had an extraordinary good Hducation ; 
had travell’d, and fpoke French as if a Native of that: 
Kingdom, danced finely, and a good Scholar; fo far he 
had the Advantage of Sommer fet at his firlt fetting” out. 
The King that very Night, refolved to have Villars 
about his Perfon, and order’d him Money the next Morn- 
ing ((ecretly) to purchafe the Place of Cup-bearer, then 
: vacant. This was Villars’s firft'Step at Court. He was 
the fame Year made Gentleman of the King’s Bed-cham- 
ber, Sommerfet ftill kept Footing at Court,. therefore the 
King perf{waded Villars feemingly to beg his Protection, 
and ofier his Service, which he did accordingly ;: but! 
Sommerfet return’d Villars this blunt Anfwer, 7 will: have 
none of your Service, and you fhall have none of my Favour: 
Twill, if I can, break your Neck, and of that be confident: 
This Antwer rais’d: the King’s Anger, and that Moment: 
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* Rapin, Hiftory of Cambridge, Coke, Howell, &e: 
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he refolved to rid his Hands of Sommerfet, which was {oor 
accomplith’d; for, after his Trial for the Murder of Over- 
bury, and gaining his Pardon, he was divefted of all his 
Otfices, and banifh’d from Court, Then Villars flood 
alone without a Competitor; he was firft knighted, then 
created Baron of Brandfpach, Vifcount Whaddon, Earl of 
Buckingham, 2 and Privy- oe or of Scotland, all in the 
Space of eighteen Months. Villars made a more rapid 
Progreffion in the Kind Favour than his Predeceffor 
Sommer et and as foon forgot his Advifers. In the Space 
of two Years he tarn’d, out thofe that were favoured by 
Sommerfet, and put in thofe of his own Relations and 
Friends; which, we fuppofe, occafioned the following 
Lines *. 


¢ Wuy, what a De’el of a Buck is this we have here > 
Who out-antlers his Brethren in lefs than a Year! 

He feemeth to me a moft notable Spark, 

And holds up his Head above all in the Park : 

The reft of the Herd trot fawning by Dozens, 

But he amply provides for Ten Score of Coufins: 

But the Buck that is talleft is doom’d for the Chace, 
Then faith, Buck, you ftand in a flipy ery Place ; 

You may ftopand bay, or run over the Grounds,. 

But at lait you’ll be overcome by the Hounds. 


a“ na nA A A 
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© + Wuewn Buckingham found himfelf fufficiently fax’d im 
‘ the King’s Favour, not to be removed, he fet himfelf 
* to gain the good uakey of Prince Char dea and, witha 
«little Court Fle ttery, foon prevailed. He advifed the 
« Prince to the Voyage into Spain, which was amad Un- 
‘ dertaking, and proved abortive. “James grew jealous 
‘ of his Favourite, and that weak Prince had not Spirit 
‘ RAouBe to feck a proper Remedy. In fhort, fome Peo- 
‘ ple called thofe Times the Reign of Buckingham, and 
‘ not of Fames. The King dying the 27th of March 
« of a Tertian Ague, oe we Charles, when crown’d, 
‘ made Pu ip abin his full Favourite, with as much, if 
‘ normore ample, Power than he had before, although he 
© was 
EPR aen Sas toanteswnnebas VPN IAN eyes See 
Naps on Parnaffus. 
+ Wood, Coke, Wilfin, Ofoorn, Rapin, &c. 
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was fufpected of poifoning the King his Father. In 
fhort, this unlucky Favourite, almoft ruined the Nation; 
and brought all thofe Troubles on the King and King- 
dom: He was univerfally hated. But to make an End 


Rochelle, he was ftabb’d at Port/mouth by Felton, who 

declared, at his Trial, that he had no other Motive 

than the Good of his Country. The Death of this Fa- 

vourite gave univerfal Joy to the Nation, fave only his 

Dependants, and Place-men : People congratulated each 
‘ other as they met in the Streets, and they murder’d 
‘ him with their Pa/qails a thoufand Times over again,’ 
We fhall mention a few: Lines in one of their Productions, 
called a Pacquet from Portfmouth, which we fhall con- 
clude with; and may all his Faults lie bury’d in the 
Grave. 


c 
& 
¢ 
¢ 
‘ of him, as he was going General .to the Siege of 
€ 
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€ 
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‘ THEN confecrate the Knife that gave the Blow, 
€ And on the Blade a golden Haft beftow. 
« Ev’n thofe that wept for Sorrows all their own, 
‘ Wiped off the falling Tear, and ceafed to mourn; 
‘ The Story told, their Grief they wou’d beguile, 
« And, like the clouded Sun, beam forth a Smile. 
‘ So Cefar, when he wou’d have captiv’d Rome, 
© Fell unlamented, and deferved his Doom,’ 


Mr. Feltham (the Author of that excellent Book call’d 
the Resonves) has publifh’d a Poem on the Death of 
Buckingham; where he fays, ({peaking of Felton) 


¢ And fure, when all the Patriots in the Shade 
¢ Shall rank, and their full Mufters there be made, 
* He fhall fit next to Bratus. 
Vide his Luforio, Page 7, Lond. 1677. 
Tue Son to this unfortunate Nobleman wrote a Piece 
upon Feltox, without the leaft Bitternefs in it, from a Son, 


on the Murderer of his Father; but rather in Commen- 
dation, 


Upon 


f vit J 


Upon Felton, that was hanged in Chains for the. Murder 
of the Duke of Buckingham, in the Reign of King 
Charles J, 

By the Duke of BuckincHAm. 


4 ERE, uninterr’d, fofpends, though not to fave 
i Surviving: Friends th’ Expences of a Grave, 
Felton’s dead Earth, which to the World will be 
ts own fad Monument ;. his Elogy 
As large as Fame, which, whether bad or good 
T fay not, by himfelf twas wrote in Blood; 
For which his Body is intomb’d in. Aur, 
Arch’d o’er with Heav’n, fet with a thoufand fair 
And_-glorious Stars, a noble Sepulchre, 
Which Time itfelf can’t ruinate, and where 
Th’ impartial Worm (that is not brib’d to fpare 
Princes corrupt in Marble) cannot fhare 
His Flefh, which oft the charitable Skies 
Imbalm with Tears, daining thofe Obfequies, 
So long to Men fhall lat, ’all pitymg Fowl 
Contend to reach his Body to his Soul. 
Buckingham (Villars) Works, p. 13. Vol. I. Lond. 1 704; 


Tuoveu England cam give an earlier Account of the 
Drama than any other Nation in Europe, yet it, was but 
in its Infancy, naked and bare, till the Reign of our 
Virgin Queen; fhe fed, and cloathed, and brought it to 
Manhood; but Shake/pear, and’ our Ben. “Fonfon, pro- 
vided the proper Diet, on which it fed, and-grew to 
Perfection; Shakefpear, with his. wild woodland Notes. of 
Nature, charm’d.; but Foafou added Art, and made the: 
pleafing Groves and Lawns a-Garden of Delight 

BEFORE we proceed to the Life of onfon, we will 

‘ve the Reader the Sentiments of two modern Authors: 
on him and his Works. 
¢ FONSON, at a Time when. critical Learning was 
as ftrange in France as Burbary, did what no Frenchman 
was ever able to do. He produced regular Piays of 
five Acts, compleat in the Unities of Place and Cha- 
racters; and fo exact in the Unity of. Time, that they 


¢ are 
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are acted upon the Stage in the fame Time which the 
fame Story would have taken up in real Life. 

« Wuers then is the Merit of the French critical Dit 
coveries, when an Englifhman has {o much the Start of 
their Academy, and fuch Advantages in the Execution 2’ 

Guthrie's Effay upon Englifh Tragedy. 


‘ BEN FONSON is another fhining Inftance of our 
Superiority over the Antients; he had a thorough Know- 
ledge of human Nature, from its higheft, to its loweft, 
Gradations ; was perfectly well acquainted with the various 
Combination of Paffions, and the innumerable Blendings 
of Vice and Virtue, which diftinguifh one Character from 
another : But what more eminently exalted him above 
all comic Writers whatever, was, the: Art which he 
poffeft, in the moft eminent Degree, of happily mark- 
ing the different Shades of the fame Colour, the covetous 
from the covetous, the voluptuous from the voluptuous : 
And as he was deeply read in Men, fo was he in 
Books ; being, without Difpute, the moft learned of all 
his Cotemporaries. In a Word, he was the Virgil of 
the Britijh Nation. ‘The Srlent Woman, the correcteft 
Play on the Britifh Stage, to which I refer ine Reader, 
as to a perfect Standard of dramatic Writing.’ 
Guthrie's Treatife of Englifb Comedy, Lond, 1750. 


€ FONSON, the beft of Poets in his Days, (and I 
know none that have gone beyond him fince) differed 
from all his Brothers in that facred Art; he never 
defcended to the mean Art of Flattery! We cannot 
find a fingle Line, in all his Works, relative to the 
Praife or Commendation of thofe two upftart Favourites, 
Carr or Sommerfet, or that Arch-Prieft and Politician, 
Laud, that intirely governed the Monarch, but rather 
feemed to lafh the Vices of thofe Times in ail his 
excellent Comedies; and, for joining with two other 
eminent Poets ina Play, call’d, Eafiward Hoe, he was 
{eized, imprifoned, and in great Danger of cruel Suf- 
fering by the Tyranny of thofe Times, through the 
exorbitant Power of that lordly ruling Prelate. That 
Prince muft be very weak, that fuffers himfelf to be 
govern’d by them, in any Religion; we have fatal 
‘ Inflances 


[ x ] 


‘ Inftances, both in Father and Son, in a former Reign. 
‘ From fuch Proceedings, fome have taken the Liberty to 
© compare a Prieft in Politicks toa Monkey in a Glafs-fhop, 
‘ where he is fure to do no Good, but may do a great 
€ deal of Mifchief.’ 

Rights of the Ghriftian Church, p. 270. 
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%, UR Author, Ben. TFonfon, was Originally de- 
Bi fcended from a Scots Family in Anmandale. 
His Grandfather, a Gentleman of confiderable 
Income, through fome Difgutt, difpofed of 
his Eftate, and fettled at Carlifle, in Cumberland, in the 
North of England, where he marty’d a Lady of Family 
and Fortune, and had by her one Son, the Father of our 
Poet. This Gentleman was recommended to King Henry 
VU. and was one of the early Proteftants at the Refor- 
mation; but when Queen Mary, the Wife of Philip of 
Spain, came to the Crown, he fell into the Perfecution of 
thofe Times ; his Eftate forfeited, and fuffered a long and 
cruel Imprifonment. After his Releafe, he entered intro 
Holy Orders, and died about a Month before our Poet’s 
Birth, 


PR Rieter on 
De ae See ee SRNR ee 


12 Th LIFE of 


Birth, * who was born in We/tminfler in the Year 1574 
+ He received the firft Rudiments of Education at a pri- 
vate School, in the Church of St. Martins in the Fields ; 
+ but afterwards was removed to the Royal Schoo} at 
Wefiminfler, where our great Cambden was his Matter, 
who not only took Care to cultivate fo promifing a Plant, 
but contraéted a Friendthip with Ben, where, in his 
fourteenth Epigram, he pays our great Haiftorian~ his 


Acknowledgment. 


To Mr. Camspen, on his Britannia. 


AMBDEN, moft reverend Head, in whom I owe 
C AM that I am in Arts, all that I know: 
(How nothing’s that) to whom my Country owes 
‘The great Renown and Name wherewith the goes, 
Than thee the Age fees not that Thing more grave, 
More high, more holy, that fhe more would crave. 
What Name, what Skill, what Faith haft thou in 
hings? 
What Right in fearching the moft antique Strings ? 
What Weight, and what Authority in thy Speech! 
Man {carce can make that Donbt,. but‘thou can teach. 
Pardon free Truth, and let thy Modefty, 
Which conquers all, he once o’ercome by thee. 
Many of thine this better cou’d than I, 
But for their Powers accept my Piety. §. 


In the mean Time, bis Mother marry’d a fecond Huf- 
band, a Mafler Bricklayer, who thought his Son-in-law 
would get more Money by affifting his own Trade, or, 
at leat, be at lefs Expence in his Education, obliged him 
to follow his Occupation, || and meade him Overfeer of 
the Workmen in Building Lincoly’s-Iuz, where he was a: 

taken 


* Heads of Converfation between our Author and Drum- 
mond, 1619. p. 224. Edit. Edinb. 1711. 

+ Wood’s Athen. Oxon. Vol. 1. Col. 608. 2d Edition. 

+ Sir T. Pope Blunt’s Character of the Poets antient and 
modern. p. 105. Lond. 16945 

§ Wood’s Athen, Oxon, ubi /epra. 
|) Heads of @ Converfation, ubi /upra. 
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3 
taken Notice of by Sutton, Founder of the Chartereus, 
who obferving him often with a Horace in his Hand, 
contracted a Friend{hip that lafted for Life. 

Og Poet but ill brooked his Father-in-law’s Employ-~ 
ment; therefore it was luppofed, that, at this Time, his 
Mother, unknown to her Hufband, furnifh’d him for a 
V olunteer in the Low-Country Wars, where he fo well dif 
tinguifh’d himfelf by his Bravery in conquering his Enemy, 
that he gain’d the Oprma Spotya ¥. It ts fomething 
furprifing that fuch a gallantA tion fhould be left unrecorded. 
We have fearch’d all the Accounts of the Low-Country Wars 
of the 16th Century, and cannot find any Mention made of 
this particular Exploit of our Author. Yet he declares 


bimfelf a Soldier in an Epigram at the End of the 
Poetafter +. 


* QUTRENGTH of my Country, whilft I bring to view 
f S Such as are mifcall’d Captains, and wrong you, 

* And your high Names, I do defire that thence 

* Be not put on you, nor you take Offence : 

‘ I fwear by your true Friend, my Mufe, I love 

* Your great Perfe@tion, which I énce did prove ; 

« And did not fhame it with my Actions then, 

‘ No more than I dare now do with my Pen. 


And we make no Doubt, the following Lines were 


wrote in ridicule of our Author, on that Account of his 
Courage +. 


Cc OUR 


* The-Opima Spolia were the Trophies and Spoils of the 
Enemy, gain’d by the Roman General, after he had flain 
their Commander with his own Hand, and were an Oftring, 
or Sacrifice, in the Temple of Jupiter Feretrius, or as we 
place the Enfigns of the Vangquifh’d in Wekming er- Hall. 

t Ben Fonfon’s Works, Vol, I. p. 509. Ed. Lond. 1716, 

$°OmB. Je by ToD! in an old Pamphlet, calld, A 
Poetical Garland, 1619. p. 17." fuppof 


fed to be wrote. by 
Decker. This Author was a Wajp abways buxzing at Ben's 


Nofe; for, in his Play of the Poetafter, he lafbes Decker 
snaer the Name of Crifpinus: Decker endeavour d to return 
it ins Play, call’d, Satyromaftix, or the untruffine a bu- 
morous Poet, sed 1602, the Year after Ben Jonf{on's 


Poetafler was frp playa. 
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.UR Fox of a Poet brags much of his Valour : 
() Tis true ’tis well known he beat an old Gaoler ; 
1e Keys from his Side, and committed a Rape 
On the Door, and valiantly made his Efcape. 

In his Youth, we are.told, he follow’d the Camp, 
And, fhrouded by Night, (with the help. of a Lamp) 
He fecretly flole to the Tent of a Sutler, 

And robb’d, in his Sleep, a drunken old Butler.’ 


Upon his Return for England he applied himfelf, with 
oreat Affiduity, to his Studies, and was admitted into 
St. Fobn’s College, Cambriage ; tho’ his Continuance in 
that Univerfity was but fhort. He was afterwards of the 
Univerfity of Oxford; and his Dedication to his Volpone, or 
the Fox, feems to confirm that Report 5 where he {ays, 
© For the prefent, moft reverend and equal Sifters, as | have 
be thankful for your Affections paft, and here 
¢ made the Underftanding acquainted with fome Ground 
‘ to the maturing of fome worthier Work.’ He was 
enter’d of Chrift-Church College, and took his Decree of 
Matter of Arts, 1619, invited by the Heads of the Col- 
lege ; the fame Year he was made Laureat. Mr. Wood 
and Dr. Fuller inform us, our Author eain’d a particular 
Intimacy with moft of the Nobility and Gentry in the 
om that were noted for Lovers of Erudition, and 
sreierved theirFavours to thelaft *. In the mean Time he had 
the Misfortune to be engaged in a Duel witha Perfon who 
had challenged him, wherein be kilP?d his, Adverfary, 
thouch his Antagonitft wounded Ben in the tArm, with a 
Sword ten Inches longer than our Author’s : For this Of- 
fence he was feized and imprtifoned, where (it is faid) 
he.was often vifited by a Romifh Prieft, who prevailed on 
him to embrace the Religion of the Church of ‘Rome; but 
afterwards, being convinced of his Errors, he returned to 
the Church of England. Decker gives him a Lath on that 


Account in the following four Lines: 
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‘ Tuy Confcience and Coat with Eafe are thrown off, 
‘And, when in thy Cups, all Religion’s thy Scoff, 
‘ A Roman To-day, and nothing ‘To-morrow, 
‘ A Chiaus * wou’d turn, if a Noble cou’dit borrow. 


Ir is very certain our Author was an Aor, and firft 
in a travelling Company; and, no Doubt, was the Poet 
of the Troop, though we have no Manner of Account of 
his Works or Memoirs of that Time ; all we can gather 
is from his old and implacable Enemy, Decker. 

‘ Tats Malevolent reproaches him with having left his 
Occupation of a Mortar-treader to tarn Aor ; and with 
‘ having put up a Supplication to be a poor Journeyman 
Player, in which he would have continued, but that he 
could not fet a good Face on it, and fo was cafhiered 
‘ and ambled by a Play-waggon in the Highway, @e. 
Many wife Men, in fome Sort, have miftaken their 
Talents, and Fonfon, no more than Shake/pear, do not 
C2 deferve 
ca nNnSEnermnmeee nee ee 

* Chiaus, a Turkith Mefftnger that was in England i 
the Year 1610, fent by Sir Robert Shirley as his Agent 
from the Grand Seignor and the Perfian King. Shirley 
followed in two Years after as Ambaffador from beth thofe 
Princes; but his Agent, in the mean Time, had chouted 
the Vurkith and Perfian Merchants out of 40001... and bad 
gone off. Thence, we conjecture, is-devived the Word choufe, 
to cheat; for the ’Turkith Word Chiaus 7s pronounced as we 
pronounce choufe to bite or cheat. And we make but little 
Doubt that Jonfon,, in his Alchemitt, took the Hint from 
this Paffage, in the Scene between Dapper, Face, aad 
Subtle, 2 the fr/t AG, 


‘ Dap, What do you think of me, that] ama Chiaus2 
‘ Face, What’s that? 


‘ Dap. The Turk thaé was here. As one would fay, 
‘ Do you think I am a Turk? (or Cheat. ] 


6 
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There were three Brothers of thefe Shirleys, a2 great 
T; ravellers, and to them we owe our Eftablifhment of cur 
Trade to Turky and Perfia. See Purchas. — Their Ad- 
ventures were form’d into a Play, cal?d, The Travels of 
the three Eng/ifh Brothers, By John Day, 1607. 
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deferve Imputation for not being great Actors; for they 
both try’d their Fortune on the Stage, and both without 
Succefs, but the Witlings, his Cotemporaries, took every 
Occafion of flandering our Author, for no other Reéafon, 
but that he went fo far before them in Merit, they. were 
{ure never to overtake him: They feldom gave-him any 
ether Name but the Bricklayer, the Lime, the Trowel, 
the Hod, or Mirtar Poet, and his Father-in-law’s Calling 
was, on every Occafion, caft in his Teeth; But the fol- 
lowing Dialogue is certainly in, Praife of our, Author, 
though the firft Part of at may feem to. the contrary. 


A Diatocue between R. B. and T. Dz 


(Suppofed to he Dick Broom and Tom Ducker, 
upon Ben Jonson’s being made Poet Laureat.) 


T. D. © Can a Hod, and a Trowel, and. well-temper’d 
‘ Lime, 
¢ With Bricks tho’ well made, climb up to fublime? 
6 Shall a Laurel adorn a Bricklayer’s Brow? 
R.B. © Why a Conful of Rome has been call’d from the 
‘ Plough. 
T.D. © Shall Births fo ignoble thus build up their Fame, 
@ And from Brick-du% acquire fuch an.eminent Name? 
‘ So Sweepers of Chimnies the Laurel may wear, 
‘ And the Name of a Poet may, footily. bear. 
R B. © Thus Malice, and Scandal, will cowardly rave, 
¢ And currifhly fhark at the witty and brave: 
¢ If the Man he call’d Father was a Bricklayer by Trade, 
« He ne’er temper’d the Mortar of which he was made : 
‘ A Gentleman gave him his Being, and Spirit, 
‘ From generous Blood his Mind doth inherit. 
But thou a poor {currilous proftitute Mute, 
That featters thy Ink, like a Blacker of Shoes: 
‘ Thy Sire was a Thief, and thy Mother a Whore! 
‘ Deliverd of thee, in a rank common Sewer! 
« Immortal Ben fprung not from common Earth, 
‘ The Sun his Sire, 4po40 gave bim Birth.” 


ax & 


Over Author ({eems) in his Difcoveries fo make a 


right Ufe of thefe Calumniators, where he fays; 4 
ann 
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€ I am beholden to Calumny that fhe has fo endea- 
* voured and taken Pains to bely me: It thall make 
* me fet a furer Guard on mytelf, and keep a better 
‘ Watch upon my A¢tions.” 

We have little Account of our Author, till he brought 
his firft Play on the Stage; where he was introduced by 
Shake/pear, then in the full Meridian of his Fame, and, at 
that Time, one of the Managers of the Theatre *, and 
fome Years before; for in the Year 1603 a Licence was 
granted, under the Privy-Seal, to him, join’d with four 
others +. Ben, as one unknown, a Man without Friends 
or Intereft, apply’d to the Players with his firft dramatic 
Piece, ({upppofed to be Every Man in his Humour) ; they, 
very carelefly, turn’d it over, and gave it him again, 
with aSpeech that moft Managers of Theatres have made 
much Ute of fince,. That it would not do. But, fortu- 
nately for our Author, it came into Shakefpear’s Hands, 
who, perufing it carefully, found -fo much Merit in the 
Play, that he brought it on the Stage, where it met with 
uncommon Succefs, After this, Bex wanted no Intro} 
ductor to the theatrical Gentlemen, but all frove wha 
fhould. carefs him moft. Every Man: out of his Humour ,, 
his fecond Play, was perform’d the following Year, 1 599» 
and Queen Elizabeth, then in the 67th Year of her Age, 
honour’d our Author, with her royal Prefence, at this. 
Comedy {. 

His third Play was Cynruta’s Revers, or the Foun 
tain of Self-Love, a comical Satyr, acted in 1600, dedi- 
cated to the fpecial Fountain of Manners the Court, where 
he fubicribes himfelf, thy Servant but notSraye. 

C3 Ing 
rn 

* Wood, 

t Preface to @ Collection of olf Plays by Dodfley. 

t The Epilogue to Every Man out of his Humour ends 
thus, upon. the Queen's being prefent, The reft of it is blank 
Verfe. 

‘ Death himfelf admires her ;. 

€ And may her Virtues make him. to forest 

‘ The Ufe of his inevitable Hand.—— 

Fly from her Age, fleep Time before her Throne; 
GON ra 


Our flrongeft Fence falls. down when fie is cone 
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In this Comedy he has begun to lath his cotemporary 
Poets. But his next Play, the Poeta/fer, roufed the whole 
Weft of Hornets, who buzz’d around, ‘but never once 
fix’d their Stings in him, (as he himfelf terms it) 

Tue Poets of his Time everupbraided him for ftealing 
from the Antients; and Dryden fince; but our Author 
gloried in his Theft, as his chief Honour. His adopted 
Son, Dr. Cartwright, an excellent Poet, addrefs’d the 
following Lines to our Author on that Occafion. 


w~ 


9 HAT tho’ thy fearching Mufe did rake the Duft 
/\/ Of Time, and purge old Metals from the Ruft; 
¢ Is it no Labour, no Art, think they, to 

Snatch Shipwrecks from the Deep, as Divers do? 

And refcue Jewels from the cov'tous Sand, 

¢ Making the Seas hid Wealth adorn the Land? 

‘ What, tho’ thy culling Mufe did rob the Store 

¢ Of Greck and Latin Gardens, to bring o’er 

¢ Plants to thy native Soil, their Virtues were 

¢ Improv’d far more, by being planted here : 

«If thy Sril/ to their Effence doth refine 


a 
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¢ So many Drugs, is not the Spirit thine ? 
¢ Thefts, thus, become juft Works, they, and their Grace, 


‘ Are wholly thine. Thus, doth the Stamp and Face 
e that the King’s, that’s ravifh’d from the Mine ; 


others then ’tis Ore, in thee ’tis Coin.’ 


1s fifth Play was Sryanus wuts Fart, a Tragedy, 
acted, in the Year 1603, by the King’s Majefty’s Servants. 
This Play was highly efteem’d by the learn’d World: 
Yet the envious Tribe of Witlings, having no other Fault 
to find, exclaimed againft him’ for ftealing from the An- 
tients. 
Bur our Author, inftead of concealing his Theft in 
this Play, openly avows it: For in his Quarto Edition, 
1605, he hath ‘printed his Duotations throuzh the 
whole Piece. ‘The Reafon he gives may be found in 
Part of the Prefece to that Edition as follows: 
‘ Tire next is, leaft in fome nice Noftrils the Quota- 
‘ son might favour affected, I do let you know that 1 ab- 
* hor nothing more, and have only done it to fhow my 
Int-guity im the Story 5 and fave my felf in this common 
¢ Torturers, 
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¢ Torturers, that bring all Wit to the Rack: Whofe 
¢ Nofes are ever like Swine, {poiling and rooting up the 
¢ Mufes Gardens; and their whole Bodies, like Moles, 
¢ as blindly working under Earth, to caft any the leatt 
¢ Hills upon Virtue. For the Story the Reader may con- 
€ fult Tacitus’s Annals, Ub. 3, 4, 5. Suetonius in the Life 
© of Tiberius. Dion, &c.’ 

Tuere were no lefs than nine Copies of commendator 
Verfes printed before this Play ; but fome of fuch a tedious 
Length, and very little to recommend them, that we will 
not trouble the Reader but with one of the fhorteft, 


To his worthy Friend Ben JONSON upon his Sryanus, 


¢ JF that this Book doth deign Sejanus’ Name, 
] ‘ Him unto more than Cafar’s Love it brings ; 
« For where he could not with ambitious Wings, 
© One Quill doth heave him to the Height of Fame, 
‘ Ye great ones though, whofe Ends may be the fame, 
‘ Know that, however we do flatter Kings, 
¢ ‘Their Favours, like themfelves, are fading things, 
© With no lefs Envy had Man loft with Shame. i 
‘ Nor make yourfelves lefs honeft than you are, 
¢ To make our Author wifer than he is ; 
¢ Nor of fuch Crimes accufe him, which, I dare 
‘ By all the Mufes {wear, are none of his. 
‘ The Men are not, fome Fault may be thefe Times ; 
‘ He acts thofe Men, and they did aét thofe Crimes.’ 
Hugh Holand. 


Turis Play met with many Enemies, if we may judge 
by the Dedication, which, being fhort, we will take the 
Liberty to give the Readers, 


To the lefs noble by Virtue than Blood, 
ESME Lord AUBIGNE. 
My Lord, 


« ¥ F ever any Ruin were fo great as to furprize, I think 
: this to be one. I fend you The Fall of Sryanvs; 
* it isa Poem that, if I well remember, in your Lord- 
§ fhip’s Sight, fufler’d no lefs Violence from out People 
« here, 
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‘ here, than the Subject of it did from the Rage of the 
‘ People of Rome ; but with a different Fate, as ({ hope). 
‘ Merit, for this, hath outlived their Malice, ‘and got 
¢ itfelf a greater Favour than he loft, the Love of good 
¢ Men ; among whom if I make your Lordfhip the 
¢ firt it thanks, it is not without a jutt Confeffion of the 
¢ Bond your Benet fits have, and ever fhall hold, upon me, 
Your Lor Albip’s molt faithful Honourer, 
BEN JONSON. 


Ou * inimitable Shakefpear acted a Part in this Play, 


judged to be the laft he.perform’d ; fince his Name is not 


mentioned in any Drama after the Year 1603; for, at the 
End of that Year, or the Beginning of the next, ’tis fup- 
pofed he took his Farewell of the Stage, both as Author 
and Actor. 

Our Author was two Years before he gave another 
dramatick Piece to the Publick: His VoLPoNE, or the 
Fox, 1605, dedicated to the two famous Univerfities, 
whom he calls moft equal Sifters, (as mentioned, p. 14.) 
This Play is written in Imitation of his bixcupde Plautus ; 
and the ‘Title Yolpone is formed into an Acroftic, ltke Erie 
of thofe of Plautus, (which Manner in writing 1s fuppofed 
to be invented by Prifcian the Grammarian,) and our Au- 
thor calls it the Argument. 


Valpone, childlels, rich, feigns fick, defpairs, 

Offers his State to hopes of feveral Heirs ; 

Lies languifhing ; his Parafite receives 

Prefents "of all, “aflures, deludes, then weaves 

Other cro(s’Plots, which ope themfelves, are told., 

New Tricks for Safety are fought, they thrive when bold, 
Each tempts the other again, and all are fold. 


Tuis Comedy, like pure Gold, was thrown in the 
Furnace of ‘the Theatre, and came out refined, without 
lofing a Particle of its Weight. ‘The Mouths of the fnarl- 
ing Criticks were clofed; they durft not even fhew their 
Teeth, but, felf-tormented, {welled within, and almo& 
barft with Envy, whieh occafioned thele four Lines, wrote 
by Chapman « 
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Tue Fox is crown too cunning for you all! 
q 


Beware, ye Geefe, -he’ll prey upon your Fall 


5 
All pluck out your Quills, and lace you in Leather, 
Or the Fox will not leave you a feribbling. Feather.’ 


‘ 


4 


Dr. Donne, Dean of St. Paul's, fent bim an excellent 
Latin Poem, which is printed in his Works. 
Tue following by Fleecher. 


Lo my dear Friend Ben JONSON upon his Fox, 


i it may ftand with Juftice to allow 

The fwift Converfion of all Follies now, 

Such is my Mercy, that I could admit 

All Sorts fhou’d equally approve the Wit 

Of this thy even Work, whole growing Fame 

Shall raife thee high, and bear with it thy. Name. 

And, did not Manners and my Love command 

Me to forbear to make thofe underftand, 

Whom thou, perhaps, haft, in thy wifer Doom, 

Long fince firmly refolved fhall néver come 

To know more than they do, I wou’d have fhewn 

To all the World the Art which thou alone 

Haft taught our Tongue; the Rules of Time and Place, 

And other Rites, deliver’d with the Grace ; 

Of Comic Stile, which only is far more 

Than any Englifh Stage hath known before, 

But fince our fubtle Gallants think it good 

To like of nought that may be underftood, 

Left they fhould be difproy’d, or have, at beft, 

Stomachs fo raw that nothing can digeft 

But what’s ob{cene, or barks, let us defire 

They may continue fimply to admire 

Fine Cloaths, and ftrange Words, and may live in Age 

To fee themfelves all brought upon the Stage, 

And like it, whilft thy bold and knowing Mufe 

Contemns all Praife but fuch as thou wouldft chufe. 
Fran, Beaumont; 


His next Comedy was Epitcorne, or the SILEN? 
Woman, firft aéted in the Year 1609. HL 
HIS 
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Tuis Play is certainly the true Standard of Comedy, 


fays a learned Author. 


The next Year was acted his Comedy called the ALcHE- 


mist. Hegives the Argument of this Play, as he did 
his Fox, with an Acroftic Thought, more of Wit in thofe 
r - ? * . lad o 4 , . 

Times, than it is at prefent, no more than their duagram. 


The Sicknefs hot, a. Mafter quits, for fear, 

His Houfe in Town, and left one Servant there: 
Eafe him corrupted, and gave Means to know 

A Cheater, and his Punk; who now brought low, 
Leaving their narrow Practice, were become 
Cozeners at large; and only wanting fome 
Houfe to fet up, with him they here contract 
Each for a Share, and all begin to act. 

Much Company they draw, and much abufe 

In cafting Figures, telling Fortunes, News; 
Selling of Flies, flat Bawd’ry, with the Stone; 
Till it, and they, and all in Fume are gone! 


Tue firt Letter of each Line will form the Name of 
THE ALCHEMIST: 


As the Argument of his Fox doth: the ‘Title of that Play. 


DRYDEN, who did often fall foul of our Author, not 


only uncourteoufly, but falfly, gave publickly out, that 
Ben ftole this Comedy from one called Albumazar, and, at 


1 
th 


e Revival of this Play, ‘wrote a Prologye to prove it; 


Part of which we fhall infert. 
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© To fay this Comedy pleas’d long ago, 
Is not enough to make it pleafe you now: 
Yet, Gentlemen, your Anceftors had Wit ; 
When few Men cenfur’d, and when fewer writ. 
And Fonfon (of thofe few the beft) chofe this, 
As the beft Model of his Mafterpiece : 

Subtle was got by our Aléumazar, 

That Alkhemift, by this Afrologer ; 

Here he was moulded; and we may fuppofe 

He lik’d the Fafhion well, who wore the Cloaths. 
And Ben made nobly his, what he did mould; 
What was another’s Lead, becomes his Gold. 
Like an unrighteous Conqueror he reigns, 
Yet rules that well which he unjuftly gains.’ 
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We. do not erect our Crefts, as Critics; but give us 
leave to clear our Author, as well as we can, from. this 
Stain upon his Memory, when his Bones were mingled in- 
to Duff. 

Tue Alchemift was firft play’d in the Year 1610, and 
there is no Mention of this Albumazar ’ till 1634, when it 
was firft acted at Cambridge, by the Scholars of Trinity- 
College, for the Entertainment of King Charles the Firft ; 
and as the Prologue is but fhort, we fhall give it the 
Reader. 


The original Prorocue to Aléumazar, as it was {poke 
before his Majefty King Charles the Firft, in 7; rinity- 
College, Cambridge; 1634. 


HE Brightnefs of fo great and fair a’Prefence, 
They fay, ftrikes cold Amazement. But I fee] 
Contrary Effects. . For, from the gracious Center 
Of the honourable Affembly, fome fecret Power 
Inflames my Courage; and, methinks, I’m grown 
Taller, by the Virtue of this Audience: 
And yet thus rais’d, I fear there’s no retiring, 
‘ Ladies, whofe Beauties glad the whole Affembly 
« Upon your, Favours I impofe my Bufinegs, 
‘ If it be a Fault to {peak this foreign Language, 
‘ (For Latin is our Mother Tongue) I muft intreat you 
6 bd 
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‘To frame Excufes for us; for whofe fake 

We now fpeak Englifh. Allthe reft, we hope, 
Come ‘purpofely to grace our poor Endeavours, 
As we to pleafe. In which fair Courtefy 

We truft; not in our weak Ability.’ 


THERE is no great Matter in this Prologue ; but had 
the Piece been of an elder Date, it wou’d have been cer- 
tainly mentioned. The Language of Albumazar feems 
too pure, and refined, for long Antiquity ; and we rather 
think, (though it muft be confeffed Abumazar to be an 
excellent Play) if there is any Difference, (though no 
more than a Jay is to a Parrot) Ben Jonfon’s Alchemi/t 
was wrote many Years before the other, and the Traces 
may fooner be track’d to. the Amphitria of Plautus or 
shake/pear’s Comedy of Errors. Befides, we have {uch az 
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implicit Faith in Bex, that if this Play were in Being ir 
his Time he wou'd have confeffed it, fince he has ufed 
Conieijions of that Kind as a Virtue in tid own Works. 

Haat next Piece was CatrLine his Con/piracy,.a Tra- 

edy, acted, in the Year 1611, by the King’s Majefty’s 
Servants. 

THIS Play begins with the Ghoft of Sy#a, which has 
been merrily mentioned by feveral fucceeding Dramatic 
Authors. He has alfo introduced the Chorus after the 
Manner of the Antients. 

Tuere were fome Lines writ on this Play, that were 
taken for fome Sort of Wit, as they were pointed. 


« He begins with a Ghoft — that’s fomething uncivil ; 
© But the next he declares fhall begin with the Devil. 
‘ His Chorus, a new-fafhion’d, old-fafhion’d Thing, 
‘ With Devil (and Ghoft) may fetch him the King. 
“ Our Ruler is learned, fagacious, and ‘witty, 
‘ And, “tis faid, he compofes Things wonderful pretty 5 
é Sejanus he faw, and {wore it was fine, 
6 Then why-not be Carr-ied to fee Catiline.’ 


Tuere is not either wi oreat Wit or Humor in thefe 
Lines ; however we thought it proper to infert them, as 
they hint at thofe Times. 

Ir is conje >Ctured, the next three Years our Author pub- 
lifhed Part of his Epi grams, dedicated to the great Ex- 
amp! le of Honour ‘and Virtue, the moft noble William 
Ear] of Pembroke, Lord Chamberlaii, €Jce. Hecalls them, 
in the Dedication, the ripeft of his Studies, 

Tue next dramatic Piece our Author exhibited on the 
Stage, was, BarrHoLoMew Farr, a Comedy, acted 
in the Year 1614, dedicated to King Fames, by way of 
Prologue, when he honoured it with his royal Prefence. 

As the Prologue and Epilogue-are fhort, and both ad- 
dreffed to James, we will infert them, 
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OUR Majefty is welcome to a Fair: 
Such Place, fuch Men, fuch Language, and fuch 


Vare 


Yeu 


SUE WENA aD OP SZ Pie eneeinaces 


——— 


BEN: FONSON, £7, 


You muft expect: With thefe, the zealous Noife 

Of your Lands Faétion, fcandaliz’d at Toys ; 

As Babbies, Hobby-horles, Puppet-Plays, 

And fuch like Rage, whereof the petulant Ways 

Yourfelf have known, and have been vext with long. 
Thefe, for your Sport, without particular Wrong, 

Or juft Complaint of any private Man, 

(Who of himfelf or fhall think well, or cars) 

‘The Maker doth prefent; and hopes, To-night, 

To give you, for a Fairing, true Delight, 


The EPILOGUE to Barruoromew Farr. 


OUR Maejefly hath feen the Play, and you 
Can beft allow it from your Ear and View : 
You know the Scope of Writers, and what Store 
Of Leave is given them, if they take no more, 
And turn it into Licence: You can tell 
If we have ufed that Leave, you gave us, well: 
Or whether we to Rage or Licence break, 
Or be prophane, or make prophane Men {peak ; 
This is your Power to judge, Great Sir! and not 
The Envy of a few; which if we have got, 
We value lefs what their Diflike can bring, 
If we're fo happy as to pleafe the King. 


Tuts Play was firft ated at the Play-houfe, call’d, the 
flope on-the Bank Side, where our Author, at that Time, 
dwelt, as we may learn by the following Speech in the 
introductory Prologue, 

(Serivener reads.) Articles of Agreement indented 
‘ between the Spectators, or Hearers, at the Afope on the 
« Bank Side in the County of Surrey, on the one Party, 
“and the Author of Bartholomew Fair, in the faid Place 
* and County, on the other Party ; the one and thirtieth 
* Day of Ofober, 1614, and in the twelfth Year of the 
* Reign of our Sovereign Lord, James, by the Grace of 
“ God, King of England, France, and Ireland, and De- 
‘fender of the Faith, and of Scotland the feven and 
“ fortieth.” 

THis Comedy had prodigious Succefs, and, as Bex 
himielf, ina Letter to a Friend, fays, -* fo unmerited, 

D © that 
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‘ that, for the Time to come, he would feed the Swine 
«with the Hufks, or Chaff of Wit, fince the good 
¢ Grain they had no Relifh for.’ 

Ir is certain Ben lived feveral Years on the Surrey Side 
of the Thames, and, often croffing the Water, he got 
aequainted with Taylor the Water Poet, fo called from his 
Employment (a Water-man.) The firft: Time, it isfaid, 
Taylor got him-in his Boat, he addrefied him thus extem- 
pore. 

TA YL Om, 

< Tam told, by my Boy, thou art ‘fou/on the Poet; 

‘ If true, an Epigram, quickly, to fhew tt: 


I tell thee I’m Yaydor that plies near the Strand, 
A Poet by Water, as thou art by Land. 


a 


“ 


BEN’s Answer, without Hefitation. 


‘ A Poet by Water can never be fired; 
By the Juice of the Grape the Mufe is infpired : 
‘ Yet thy aiming at Wit deferveth fome Praile; 
« But Water ne’er nourifh’d the Laurel or Bays.’ 
Slips from Parnaffus. 


e 


Hrs next Comedy was, Tur Devin is an Ass, 
acted in the Year 1616 by his Majefty’s Servants. 

Mars. Centlivre, in her Comedy of the Bufy-Body, has 
taken the Scene between Sir George Airy, Sir Francis 
Gripe, and Miranda (where Sir George gives Gripe aSum_ 
oF Money to talk with Miranda) intirely from this Co- 
medy; and, indeed, moft of the Plot between Sir George 
and Miranda is built on the fame Foundation:  ‘Fonfon has 
taken a Hint from Machiavel’s Belphegor in this Comedy. 

A Tavs or a Tus, a Comedy of much Mirth and 
Humour; but we cannot learn where it was acted, or 
when; the Title only tells us it was compofed by Ben. 
Ffonfon, without any Date. ‘The Characters are low, but 
humourous and well drawn. , 

In the latter Years of his Life, he employed his Time, 
as he fays himfelf, in Works of a more ferious Matter than 
Plays, wiz. the Remainder of. his Epigrams, Under- 
woods, 


—— 
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woods, Difcoveries, Tranflations, Gc. for we do not 
find‘ any dramatic Piece till 

Tue Srapte or News, a Comedy, acted in the 
Year 1625, by his Majefty’s Servants. This Play was fo 
well liked by the King, that it was played at Court, and, 
very: probably, the la{t King ames faw, for he dicd the 
27th of March that Year. 

Fue new Inn, or the ricut Heart, a Comedy. 
As it was never aéted, but moft negligently played, by 
fome of the King’s Servants ; and more {queamithly beheld 
and cenfured by others, the King’s Subjects. Now, at 
laft, fet at Liberty to the Readers, his Majefty’s Servants 
and Subjects, 163f. 

Tuts is the laft Play ranged in the Author’s Works of 
every Edition yet extant, for his Comedy of the magnetic 


Lady mentions this Play as being acted before, 


‘ QO! you have read the Play, there, the new Inn of 
© Fonfon’s, that decries all other Valour, but what is for 
§ the Publick.’ 

Diaphonous Anfwer to Ivenfide, AG II. Scene V. of 
the magnetic Lady. 


Tuts Play of Ben. Fonfon’s, the new Inn, was not ge- 
nerally approved. Even the good-natured Sir Fobn Suck- 
ding had a Fling at him in his Seffion of the Poets. 


HE firft that broke Silence was good old Bex, 
Prepared before with Canary Wine ; 
And he told them plainly that he deferv’d the Bays, 
For his were call’d Works, where others were but Plays ; 
And bid them remember how he had purg’d the Stage 
OF Errors, that had lafted many an Ace: 
And he hop’d they did not think the Silent Woma 
The Fox, and th’ Alchemif? outdone by no Man. 
Apotto ftopt him there, and bid hint not go on, 
"Twas Merit, he faid, and not Prefumption 
Mutt carry’t; at which Be turn’d about, 
And, in great Choler, offer’'d to go out: 
But thofe that were there thought it not fit 
Z’o difcontent fo ancient a Wit ; is 
% ¢ Ang 
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‘ And therefore Apollo call’d him back agai, 
‘ And made him mine Hoft of his own New fu, 


Macnetic Lavy, or Humours reconciled, a Comedy, 
acted at the Black-Fiyars, ‘This Play is generally efteem’d 
excellent; though, in thofe Days, it found fome Enemies, 
amongft which Dr. Gill, Mafter of Paxsl’s School, writ °a 
Satyr againtt it, Part of which (the whole being too,long) 
we fhali infert here, with our Author’s Anfier. . 2! 


‘ But to advife thee, Ben, in this trict Age, 
‘ A Brick-kiln’s better for thee than a Stage. 
hou better know’ft a Groundfil for to lay, 
han lay the Plot, or Ground- work ofa Play, 
‘ And betrer canft direét to cap a Chimney, 
* Than to converfe with Clio, or Polykimany, 
* Fall then to work in thy old Age again, 
* Take vp thy Trug and Trowel, gentle Bex, 


‘ Let Plays alone; or if thou needs will write, 
‘ And thruft thy feeble Mufe into the Light, 


‘I 
Ay 


‘ Let Lowen * ceafe, and Taylor {corn to touch 
The loathed Stage, for thou haft made it fach, 


His Anfwer. 


‘ CYHALL the Profperity of a Pardon full 

‘ ,) Secure thy railmg Rhymes, infamous Gi//, 
* At libelline? Shall no Star-chamber Peers, 

‘ Pillory, nor Whip, nor Want of Ears, 

‘ All which thou haft incurr’d defervedly, 

* Nor Degradation from the Miniftry, 

‘ To be the Denis of thy Father’s School ? 

‘ Keep in thy bawling Wit, thou bawling Foo! ! 

‘ Thinking to ftir me, thou haft loft thy. End ; 

‘ [Pit laugh at thee, poor wretched Tike, go ferid 
‘ Thy blotant Mufe abroad, and teach it rather 
« A Tune to drown the Ballads of thy Father; 

‘ For thou haft got him nought to cure his Fame, 


‘ But Tune and Noife, the Echo of his Shame, 
¢ A Rogue 


eR AG eae ee BHP SETS amma ri Toa 
* Lowen and Taylor, *two excellent Actors at hat Time. 
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* A Rogue by Statute, cenfur’d to be whipt, 
€ Cropt, branded, flit, neck-ftockt; go, you are ftript. 


We may make fome Judgment of the Keennels of his 
Satyr, froma Letter wrote by Fames Howell, E{q; Clerk 
to the Privy-council of King Charles I. and one of out 
Asuthor’s adopted Sons. 


To Mr. B. Jonson. 


‘ Father Bun, 
HE Fangs ef a Bear, and the Tufks of a wild 
Boar, do not bite ‘worfe, and: make ‘deeper 
Gathes, than a Goofe-quill’ fometimes; no, not the 
Badger himfelf, who is faid tobe {fo ténacious of his 
Bite, that he will not give over his Hold, ’till he feels 
his Teeth meet, and the Bone crack. Your Qaill hath 
proved fo to Mr. J— ones; but the Pen wherewith 
you have fo gafhed him, ‘it feems, was made rather of 
a Porcupine than a Goofe-quill, it is fo keen and firm, 
You know 
Anfer, Apis, Vitulus populos & regna eubernant: 
The Goofe, the Bee, and the Calf (meaning Wa; 
Parchment, and the Pen) rule the World: But, of the 
three, the Pen is moft predominant; I know you have 
a commanding one, but you muft not let it tyrannize in 
that Manner, as you have done lately. Some give out 
there was a Hair in it, or that your Ink was too 
thick with-Gall, elfe it ould not have fo befpatter’d: 
and fhaken the Reputation of a royal Archited , for Re- 
putation, you know, is like a fair Stru@ure, long im 
rearing, but quickly ruined. | If+your Spirit: will not let 
you retract, yet you fhall do well to reprefs any more: 
Copies of the Satyr; for, to deal plainly with you, you: 
~ have loft fome Ground at Court by it, and, as I hear 
from a good Hand, the King, who hath fo preat a 
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Judgment in Poetry, {as in all’other Things elf) is not 


well pleafed therewith. | Difpenf® with this Freedom of 
© Your ve foe Bead Son, 
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Weflminfier, Faly “And Servitor, 
the 3d, 1635; «james Howe tu.’ 
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Turis Satyr is not to be found in his Works, but we 
are fure it was againft Inigo Fones; his Name in Howell's 
Letter, where he calls him the royal Archited, fully ex- 
plains it. Be and Inigo were jointly concerned in fofm- 
me feveral of the Court Mafques, which we may. reas 
fonably {uppofe might: be the Foundation of this mentioned 
Satire; for certainly Bex grew more ill-natured. as he funk 
in Years, a common Weaknels in declining Age. 4 

: BEN iy wh immoderately. chagrined at the Treatment 
of his magnetic Lady, and therefore he. publifhed the 


c 


following Ode, addreffed to himfelf. 


OME, leave the loathed Stage 
3 
And the more loathfome Age, 
Where Pride and Impudence, in Fafhion knit,. ’ 
Ufurp the Chair of Wit! 
Inditing and arfaigning every Day 
Something they call a Play. 
Let their faftidious vain 
Commiffion of the Brain 
Run on, and rage, fweat, cenfure, and condemn ¢ 
They were not made for thee, lefs, thou for them. 
Say that thou pour’ft them Wheat,. 
And they will Acorns eat: 
°"Twere fimple Fury fill thyfelf to wafte 
On fuch as have no ‘Fafte! 
To offer-them a Surfeit of pure Bread,. 
Whofe Appetites are dead! 
No, give them Grains their Full,. 
Hukks, Draff, to.drink and {will : 
If they love Lees, and leave the lufty, Wine,. 
Envy them not their Palate with the Swine, , 
“No doubtfome mouldy ‘Tale, 
Like Pericles. *: and ftale 
As the Shrieve’s Crufts, amd nafty as his Fifh- 
Scraps, out of every Dith 
Thrown forth, and rak’d into the common Tub,. 
May-keep up the Play Club: 
There Sweepings do as well 


As the beft order’d’ Meal. 
For, 


* A Play wrote by Shakefpear. 
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For, who the Relifh of thefe Guefts will fit, 

Needs fet them but the Alms-bafket of Wir, 
And much Good do’t you then ; 
Brave Pluth and Velvet Men 

Can feed on Orts; and fafe in your Stage Cloaths 
Dare quit upon your Oaths 

The Stagers, and the Stage-wrights too your Peers 

Of larding your large Ears 

With their foul comic Locks, 
Wrought upon twenty: Blocks ; 
Which, if they’re torn, and turn’d, and patcht enougit, 
The Gamefters fhare your Guilt, and you their Stuf. 
Leave Things fo proftitute,. 
And take the A/ceick Lute, 
Or thy own Horace, or Anacreon’s Lyre, 

Warm thee by Pindar’s Fire; 

And tho’ thy Nerves be fhrunk, and Blood be cold, 

Ere Years have made thee old 
Strike that difdainful Heat 
Throughout to their Defeat , 

As curious Fools, and, envious of (hy Strain, 
May, blufhing, fwear no Pafly’s in thy. Brain. 


? 


ODE. in Anfwer to- the foregoing, 
By T. Ranpoipu: 


E N,. do.not leave the Stage 
’Caule ’fis a loathfome Age; 
For Pride and Impudence will grow too bold, 
When they fhall hear it.told 
They frighted thee; fland high as is thy. Canfe! 
Their Hifs is thy Appleufe; 
More juft were thy Difdain, 
Had they approved thy Vem, 
So thou for them, and they for thee were born, 
‘They to incenfe, and thou as much to {corn. 
Wilt thou engrofs thy. Store 
Of Wheat, and Pow’r no more, 
Becanfe their Bacon-brains have fuch a Tafle 
As more delights in Maft.? 
No! Set them forth a Board of Dainties, full 
As thy beft Mule can cyl; 
While 
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While they the while do pine 
And thirft ’midft all their Wine. 
What greater Plague can Hell itfelf devife, 
Than to be willing thus‘to tantalize ? 
Thou cant not find them Stuff 
That will be coarfe enough 
To pleate their Pallats: let them then refufe 
For fome Pye-corner’s Mufe ; 
She is too fair ‘an hoftefs! “twere a Sin 
For them to like thine Inw ; 
*Twas made to entertain ~ 
Guefts of a nobler Strain : 
Yet, if they will have any of thy Store, 
Give them fome Scraps, and fend'them from thy Door. 
And let thofe Things in Plufh, 
’Till they be taught to bluth, 
Like what they will, and more contented be 
With what Brome {wept from thee. 
i know thy Worth, and that thy lofty Strains 
Write not to Cloaths, but Brains : 
But thy great Spleen doth rife, 
*Caufe Moles will have no Eyes ; 
This only in my Ben I faulty find : 
He’s angry they’ll not {ee him that are blind! 
Why fhou’d the Scene be mute, 
’Caufe thou can’ft touch the Lute, 
And ftring thy Horace; let each Mufe of nine 
Claim thee, and fay thou art mine. 
*T were fond to let all other Flames expire 
To fit by Pindar’s Fire ; 
For, by fo ftrange Neglect, 
I fhou’d mylelf fufpect 
The Palfie were as well thy Brains Difeafe, 
If they cou’d fhake thy Mufe which Way they pleafe., 
And tho’ thou well canft fing 
The Glories of thy King, 
And on the Wings of Verfe his Chariot bear 
To Heavy’n,. and fix it'there, 
Yet let thy Mufe as welcome Raptures raife 


Fo pleafe him: as to:praile. 
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{ wou’d not have chufe 
Only,a Treble Mufe *; 
But have this envious ignorant Age to know, 
‘Thou that canft fing fo high, canft reach as low. 


Vue ingenious Mr. Feltham, mentioned before, at- 
tacked our Author upon his Ode, -which may be feen at 
Length among his poetical. Pieces, 

Page 7 of his Luforio, iz Folio, London 1673. 

THEsE twolaft Pieces were left unfinithed. 

l.-The Sap SHepuerp, or a Tale of Robie Hood. 

Tuts is: a. Paftoral, intendedicof three Acts, but not 
finifhed. It ends at the fifth Scene of the third A; but, 
doubtlefs, the Author finifhed it, though, by fome Acci- 
dent, it might be loft; for the Prologue is printed before 
it, (asf acted; \and by it weimay judge this»Piece was 
one of his Jaft by the following Lines. 


He that hath feafted you thefe forty Years, 
And fitted ab/es for your finer Years, 


Altho’ at firft he {carce cou’d hit the Bore, 

Yet you, . with Patience hark’ning more and_more, 
At length, have grown up to him, and made known 
The working of his Pen 1s now your own, 


I.| Mortimmer’s Fall, a Tragedy. 

TseERE is) but Part of a dhort-Scene of the: firt AGS 
between Mortimer cand Queen J/abel, wrote: But he hes 
given us the Arguments of every AG, with the Plan of 
his Chorus, after the Manner of the Antients, and hrs 
Perfons of the Drama compleat. 

THeEre is another intire Play, written by Ben Fonfon, 
mentioned in all the Accounts of the Poets, but it is not 
collected in any Edition of our Author’s Works; called, 

Tm-Casz 1s abTERED, atted’in the Year 1609; but, 
mall our. Refearches, we could never meet with it 
Ler. zbain informs us it was ected at the Black Fryars, and 
built upon the Foundation of Plautas. 


THe 


* Alluding te his joining with Fletcher, Chapman, and 
Marfton in the following tmo Comedies. 
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Tue Wipow, a Comedy. In this Play he joined with 
Fletcher and Middleton. This Play, though acted in 
1618, was not-printed till 1652, and firft publithed by 
Mr. Alexander Gough, one of the Comedians, who has 
given a Preface to it. 

He joined with Chapman and Mar fton in a Comedy, 
called, Ea/fward Hoe! sacted in the Year'1 605. 

* Turs Play greatly: offended the: Court of King 
James, wherein they were accufed of having reflected on 
the Scotch, their Sovereign’s native Country, and’ from 
whence he was but juft come.. Sir Fasmes Murray repre- 
fented it tothe King, who ordered them to be’ imprifoned, 
and they were in great Danger of lofing their Ears and 
Nofes, as a Punifhment of their Infolence. Upon: their 
Releafement from Prifon, Ben cave an Entertainment to 
his Friends, among whom wete \Camibden-and ‘Selden, 
when his aged Mcther drank tochim,) and“fhewed: hima 
Paper of Poifon, which fhe had defigned, if the Sentence 
had been executed, to have: ‘mixed with his Drink,’ after 
She had firft taken a Potion of it herfelf, Although ‘fonjon 
had large Prefents from many of the Nobility, de. yet 
he feemed ever in Want of Money, which feem to verify 
the Proverb, . 


PoETSs are fated to be poor. 


Aw excellent Author gives this Reafonforit. 0 © There 
is a Largene‘s in their Souls beyond’ the: Narrownefs 
of other Men, and why may ‘we not then think that 
' theyimbrace more both of Heaven and the’ Divinity ? 
I cannot but conjecture this to be the Reafon, that the 
moft of them, are poor: They find their Minds’ fo 
folaced with their own Flights, that they negleé the 
Study of growing rich,’ Fer ruam’s Refolves: 
Ir is not very material when we let our Readers know, 
that ‘fon/on wrote his Name without an A’; however, to 
prove it, we will-iafert a Copy of: Verfes, printed, from 
his own Writing, in the Year 1616, and not to be met 
with in his- Works. 


~a A B® & 


w~ 


a & 


To 


SSF SORE ED nS: REE 


- Shew and Change, forgot their | 


BEN: JONSON, Ey, 3 


35 


To my truly beloved Friend, My. BROWNE, 
Ox his PASTORALS. 


STOME Men, of Books or Friends, not fpeaking rioht, 
May hurt ‘them more with Praife, than Foes with 
Spight: 
But I have feen thy Works, and I know thee ; 
And, if thou litt thyfelf, what thou cant be; 
For, though but early in thefe Paths thou tread, 
I find thee write moft worthy to be read. 


it muft be thine own Judgment yet, that fends 


This thy Work forth ; that Judgment mine’ commends, 


And, where the moft read Books on Authors Fames, 
Or, like our Money-brokers, take up Names 

On Credit, and are cozen’d, fee that thou, ° 

By offering not more Sureties than Inow, 

Hold thiae own Worth unbroke ; which is fo good 
Upon the Exchange of Letters, as I wou’d 

More of our Writers woud like thee, not {well 


With the Low much they fet forth, but the Fow weif 
Ben, Fonfon. 


His great Friend Selden, Dr. Donne Dean of St. Pau?s, 
Barton Fdolliday, Mr. Zouch T. ownly, Sir Edward Herbert, 
Ambaffador to the French Court, Dr. Lodge, &¥¢. moft 
of his Plays, (the firft Edition) all the commendatory 
Poems fubjoined to his ferace, printed 1640, and all his 
cotemporary Authors write his Name Ben. Jonson. 
What gives us fufficient Satisfaction in his Chriftian Name, 
Ben. is from his own Poem 
that ajked to bé fealed of the Tribe of Ben. But let his 
Name be what or how {pelt, will neither aad or diminifh 
the Excellency of his Writings, which will verify the Line 
of the Poet, 

‘ True Wit is everlafting like the Sun.” Buckingham, 

Tre Account of the Mafques are as follows: 

Our Author joined with Middleton in an Entertainment 

for the Coronation of King Fames I. 1602. 
Liss Entertainment was monftroufly expenfive ; for the 
new King coming from Scotland, the People, fond of 
; ong-loved Reion of the 


beft 


» In his, Underwoods, to one 
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beft of Queens, and treated him every where with the 
tmoft Magnificence, and {uch vociferous, Acclamations, 
that the poor King was in Danger of being deafened by 
heir Noife, which an honeft Scotchman obferving, faid to 
an Englifbman next him in the Cavaleade,' By my Saud, 
Mon, thefe People will poi a gud King * 51 for they wilt 
bodder his Luggs that he canno hear Fuflices Sir James 
Murray had the Care of the King’s Entertainment, in the 
Theatric Way, from Edinburgh till he came on the Englfh 
Borders, where Middleton was: employ’d; but we have 
no Account of the Subjects they confifted of. Our Author 
began his Affair at Fenchurch, through. London to White- 
hall, and every Gate and every Street, fhewed the Poet’s 
and the Painter’s Art. 
‘ 4+ Turs King was.a very great Diffémbler, among 
many other Weakneffes and’ Vices; for,although ‘he 
flatter’d Queen Elizabeth in the latter Years of her 
Reign, he own’d, after her Death, it was merely out 
of Policy he diffembled with her during her Life. 
The moft evident Mark he gave of his Averfion to'her 
Memory, was, that he went not into Mourning him- 
felf, nor would he fuffer any Perfon to come near his Pre- 
fence in a Mourning Habit ; which occafioned this Pafquil, 
(as they called thofe, fatyrical Pieces, in thofe Days} 
to be fet.on.the Door of St. Paul's f. 
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¢ Tuou art no Courtier, envelop’d in Black, 
‘ None go to Whitehall with Clouds on their Back : 


¢ *7Jis all Sunfhine there, the Fafhion is Red.’ 


Anfwer. 
© T mourn for the Living, and not for the Dead. 
© Thefe ftarved northern Blades themfelves will enrich ; 
« For they bring nothing with them unlefs ’tis the Itch’ 


Il. A Masque. A particular Entertainment (fo the 
Title bears) of the Queen and Prince at Aithrope, at the 
Righs 
eet tapi cae te a ee 
* Hiftory of England. 
+ Wilfon and Rapin’s Life of James I. 
t Pafguil, 1602. 
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Right Honourable the Lord Spencer’s, on Saturday, being 
the 25th of June, 1603, as they came firft in the King- 
dom. In this Ma/que, the Speech from No Body has 
been the Foundation of {everal of the fame Kind erected 
fince, 


Tit. A private Enrerrainmenr of the King 
and Queen, on May-Day in the Morning, at Sir F¥élliam 
Corawallis’s Houle at High-gate, 1604. 


IV. The Queen’s Masgur, (the firft of Blackne(s} 


perfonated at the Court at Whiteread, on the ‘Twelfth 
Night, 1605. It was called the Quecn’s Mafgue, becaule 
her Majefty, and the Ladies of the Court, were the Pex- 
formers. 

"Tis certain Fames was a great Admirer of Mufic; and 
*tis fuppoled our Author was much difgufted at bis Tate ; 
for he feem’d more to be pleafed with the Singing, Show, 
Habits, and Machinery, than the Poetry ; and ’tis {appofed 
Ben was Author of a fhort Poem called the Sects Piper, a 


£ 
Dialogue between Tom and Dick, wherein are thele Lines: 


Dick. © Doth the Loon then love Mufick ? 

Lom. © Ay, fo People fay. 

Dick. © It is not a Wonder, his Father cou'd play: 
‘ His Dam was beftraught with his Stick, and his Fiddle, 
‘ And wou'd always be playing at Lentra down diddle *. 


V. Tue Entertainment of the Two Kings of Great- 
Britain and Denmark +, at Theobald, Faly 24, 1606. 


VI. Tue Masque or Beaury was prefented in the 
Court at Whitehall, on the SuNDay Night after the 
Twelfth Night, 1608. Above fifty of the chief No- 
bility were Performers in it. 


E ‘ THIS 

I SP eos tehpeceneesecte? 
* The Burthen of a Song then in vogue. 

+ Chrifian IV. King of Denmark. King James marry’ 


bis Sifter, Princejs Annof Denmark, by Proxy, at Gronin- 
bourgh, ix shat Kingdom, when fhe was but fixteen, 
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‘ Turs Mafque (fays an Author of thofe Tints) gave, 
© tothe fober People, a juft Abhorrence to their weak- 
© minded Monarch;’ and a Couplet, at that Time, gave 
the Court great Chagrin. 


Will the King leave all his Priefts in the Lurch? 
No! no! he refolves they fhall a¢t in the Church. 


VI. Aw Ewrertramnment or King JAMES axo 
QueEEN ANN at Theobalde, when the Houfe was deli- 
vord up, with the Poffeffion, to the Queen, by the Earl 
of Salifeury, the 22d of May, 1607, the Prince Fanvile, 
Brother to the Duke of Gzi/e being then prefent, with the 
Duke of Lorrain, and a great Concourfe of Nobility. 


VILL Tux Deferipticn of the Masqur, with the 
Nuptial Song at the Lord Vifcount Haddingron’s Martiage 
at Court, on the Shrove-Tuefday at Night, 1608. 

Tue Habits of this Mu/gue were moft coftly; but it 
was the Cuftom, at the Beginning of this King’s Reign, 
to have Poets employ their Art, that even the Citizens of 
London were not without them; and there were many 
Companies of Players, at that Time, hired upon thefe 
Occafions. 

Tun chief Performers in this Mafque were, moft of 
them, native Scots; ¢ and, indeed, (fays an Author) if 
Beggars came from Scotland, they were fure to be re- 
‘ lieved, and the Englsh. defpifed; which occafioned the 
“ following Lines upon the Revels at the Court, who, 
‘ generally, were no otherways employ’d; 


Dick. © Farn wou'd I fee this Revel Rout. 
Tom. © The Scots doth keep the Englifh out, 
« And truftt me, Dicé, if thou wert there, 
Thou’jt want a good Interpreter: 
¢ 'There’s fome, indeed, thou’lt underftand, 
« The few were born in old England, 
And never us’d, but jut for Need ; 
For they hate ail‘on this Side Tweed.’ 


nv 


» 


> 


We may learn how the Scots were looked upon in Eng- 

and, by the follo xing Lines. 
rf j 
blow! 
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‘Houte of Fame, by the Queen of Great-Britain, with her 
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Prince Henry’s, 1611, 


as we find it in Rapzz and other Authors. 
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How! Providence! and yet a Scott‘{h Crew! 
Then Madam Nature wears black Patches too! 
What! fall our Nation be in Bondage thus 
Unto a Land that truekles under us ? 
A Land, where one may pray with curft Intent: 
O! may they never fufier Banithment ! 
Had Can been Scot, God would have chane’d his Doom, 
Not fore’d him wander, but confin’d him home, 
A Scot, when from the Gallow-tree vot loofe, 
Dropt into S#;x, and turns a Solana’ Goole. 

Fobn Cleveland. 


TX. Toe Masque or QueEEns, celebrated, at the 


Ladies, at Whitehall, February the 24, 1609. 

Tis was the third Ma/que our Author fet forth (as 
we may gather by his Preface) by the Queen’s Command. 
‘ Ir encreafing, now, the third Time of ‘my being 
ufed in thefe Services to her Majefty’s perfonal Prefen- 
tation with the Ladies whom fhe pleafeth to henour, it 
was my firft and fpectal Regard, to fee that the Nobility 
of true Invention, fhould be an{werable to the Dignity 
of their Perfons.’ 


X. Tue Masque or Prince Hexrvy’s BARRIERS, 


~~ 


XT. OBERON, tue Fairy Prince, a Ma/yse of 
We will venture to put down this Prince’s Character, 


“ He was one of the moft accomplifh’d Princes that 
ever was, not in England only, but in all Europe. He 
was fober, chafte, temperate, religious, full of Honour 
and Probity ; he was never heard to {wear an Oath, 
though the Example of the King, bis Father, and of the 
whole Court, was but too capable of corrupting him in 
that Refpect ; he took great Delight in the Converfation 
of Men of Honour, and thofe that were not accounted 
fuch were looked upon with a very evil Eye at his 
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Court. This Prince was allotted, by the State, his 
¢ Court to himlelf at St. Fammes’s, his Father remain’d at 
Whitehall, and the Queen, his Mother, at Somierfet- 
Hoxfe,; fo that, at that Tinte, there were three royal 
Courts in the Capital, to the great Expence of the 
# Nation. 

‘ He had, naturally, a Greatnefs of Mind, lovely 
‘ in his Perfon, noble and generous Thoughts, and was 
as much ditpleafed with Trifles as his Father was 
« fond of them; the Love of the whole Kingdom to 
this amiable Prince beget a Jealoufy im this weak~- 
« minded King. ‘ 

‘furs {weet Prinee, the Joy and FRopes of the 
‘ Nation, after a fhort Indifpofition, left this World for a 
* better, not without the Sufpicion of being poifoned, 
* which put the whole Nation in a Ferment at fuch a ge- 
‘neral Lofs. ‘Fhus died the Hope of England, on the 
s 6th of November, 1612, being eighteen Years, eight 
‘ Months, and feventeen Days old. ‘The Clamours were 
‘ fo great about the Suafpicion of poifoning, that, at @ 
‘ Confultation of Phyficians belonging to the Court, his 
* Body was opened, and they made their Report, that 
‘ his Liver was wan, and paler than ordinary ; his Gall 
‘without Choler, and diftended with Wind; his Spleen 
€ unnaturally black ; his Lungs fpotted with much Cor- 
‘ yuption; the Diaphragma blackifh; the Head full of 
‘ Blood in. fome Places, and others of Water, as if no 
‘ Poifon could produce fuch EMedcts.’ 

Tus, hopeful Prince. ufed to fay, none, but fuch a 
King as his Father, would keep fuch a Bird in a Cage as 
Raleigh, 

Tiere were innumerable Poems on the Death of this 
much lamented Prince; but we fhall only give the Reader 


the following one by our Author, not printed in his Works. 


EADER,. Wonder think if none 
Tho" I fpeak, and am a Stone «. 
Here is fhrin’d celefttal Duft, 
And I keep it but in Fruft.. 
Should: 


anes 


* Rapin, Howell, Coke’s DeteCtions, O/berue, Wilon, &e 
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Should I not my Treafure tell > 

Wonder then you might as well 

How this Stone could choofe but break,. 

Kf it had not learn’d to fpeak- 

Hence, amaz’d! and afk not ma 

Whofe thefe facred Aihes be? 

Purpofely it is conceal'd : 

For, if that fhould be reveal’d, 

All that read would, by and by, 

Melt themfelves to Tears, and die. 

Within this Marble Cafket lies 

A matchle{s Jewel. of rich Prize, 

Whom Nature, in the World’s Difdain, 

But fhew’d, and then put up again. 

AI. Hymen xy, or the Solemnities of Mafgze and: 
Barriers, at a Marriage. 

Wuatever Reafon our Author had for not being more 
particular in. the Fitle of this Mafgve, neither when, of 
for whom, or on what Occafion it was performed, we 
cannot conceive: But we have, with fome little Search, 
found out it was ordered by the Court, for the Celebration 
of the Nuptials between the Palfzrave (afterwards King 
of Bohemia) and the Princefs Elizabeth, eldett Daughter 
to Fames I. 

Tuts Mafque, by the Deftription, was very magnifi= 
cent; and the Reader may find the Expence of the Con- 
tincencies, which were only the Scenes and Machines, in 
the Account of the Coft of that Princef’s Nuptials, whicl 
we have taken out of the Annals of King James,. 

Prince Henry, the Darling of the People, was fent to: 
his Grave December the 7th; and this Marriage and 
Mis{que were performed on the 14th of February foilowirg y 
aad, an Author tellsus, § The Marrieze would have been 
“ folemnized a Month. fooner, had the Preparations becn. 
‘ ready. ‘This Princeis was greatly efteemed by the Peo- 
€ ple, and refembled much her dead Brother. Thefe 
* four Lines were placed’ on the outward: Gate of Ji’ji'z2- 
© halla few Days after the Nuptials. 

Tre beft go firft, ’tis often faid, 
é\.ast: our beft, we know, 


md 


‘ But Fames, to cure his k—g—ly Evil, 
« The tecond beft gives to the D 1, 
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An Account of the Expences of the Princefs Elizabeth's 
Marriage, with her Dowry * 


l. 
For the Palfgrave’s Diet at his Standing Houle 6@00 
For his Diet at the Inftalment of the Garter 4coo 
For his Diet at’ his Marriage 2000 
For Lodging for his. Servants 839 
To the Wardrobe for the Apparel of Princefs Elizabeth 625 
For furnifhing her Cianaber 3023 
Ap parel and Neceffa aries for her to my Lord Szan- : 1829 

11? umZzton = ‘eg a ~ - -} 

Je .wels and Apparel for her-Servants 3914 
Co divers Merchants for Silks, &c. 995 
The Lorps Masque AT HER MARRIAGE 400 
For the naval Fight of Fire-works on the Thames 4800 
More Fire-works on the Thames 2880 
To Sir Edward Cecilfor her journey to Heidle- nats 


dours gh, and for her Purfe — = - - 
For fettling her Jointure, and Charges to fome of > 
the Gentry to go thither, and to take the Affu- 5555 
rance for. her Tran{port to Flujhing — - - 
Paid over to the Palfgrave’s s Agent for her Por- 


tion - ~ me i - = 


“goo ee) 


Total 84478 


A Ballad of thofe Days, eall’d, a Touch of the Times, 


hath thefe four Lines: 


© To p2y for a Thing;. when it’s found mutt be loft,, 
‘ Pera with a Hundted? Thoufand.Pound Coft. 

‘ Jf there are more fuch Bargains to render, 
® The Nations will pray for their learned Defender. 


KIN. Love. rrrep From. IGNORANCE. AND.FOLry, 
a Mafque of her Majefty’s. 
XIV, Love 


ES 
* Anna's of James, Wilfou, Coke, Ojborne, &e. 
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ATV. Love resrorep in a Mafque at Court, per- 
form’d by Gentlemen, the King’s Servants. 


XV. A CuaLtence at Tit, ata Marriage, This 
Entertainment is intirely Profe. 


XVI. Tre IRISH Masque at Court, performed by 
Gentlemen, the King’s Servants. “Fhis was called -the 
Trifh Mafque, beeaufe the Performers {poke moftly in. the 
frijh Brogue, as it is. called. 


XVIE. Mercury VINDICATED, from the Atcurmist 
at Court; perform’d by Gentlemen, the King’s Ser- 
vants. 

Tuese laft five Mafques are without Date ; but, cer- 
tainly were fet forth in the Years 1613 and 1614. 

XVIII. Tue conpen Ace restorep, ina Mafcue 
at Court, 1615, by the Lords and Gentlemen, the King’s 
Servants. 

Is this Mafque, it was reported, that Vilars, the King’s 
new Favourite, danced fo finely, that the King applauded 
him publickly, and in Raptures cry’d out, Now, by m 
Saul! Mon, (his ufaal Oath) then haf dane full weell ! 

‘Tux next Day the King gave him 10co/. and would 
have given him j5o0co./ but his Coffers were too poor. 
‘There were many Pa/qui/s on the Occafion,, I fhall men- 
tion only one, | 


‘ Tue Way to fucceed in a Suit at the Court, 
* Isto open your Purfe and pay Money fert: 
* Or cou'd you but dance, or fing in a Chorus, 
* Apply, in good Fime, to Nero’s new Sporus.? 


XIX. Curistmas, his Ma/gue, as it was prefented at 
Court, 16:6, 


XX. A Masque, prefented in the Houfe of the Lord 
Hay by divers ot noble Quality, his Friends, for the En- 


tertatnment of Monfieur Le Baron de Tour, extraordinary 


Embafflador from the Ereng) King, on Saturdey, February 
the 22d, 1617, 
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Ir was in this Year this pious King publifh’d his Book: 
of Sports, and fent it to every Diocefe, that the Bijhops- 
fhou’d caufe it to be read in the Churches; but feveral of 
the dignify’d Clergy refufed'the Order, particularly, Abbot, 
Archbifhop of Canterbury. ‘The following Pafquil was 
placed on ‘eftminfler- Abby the fucceeding Sunday. 


« How happy the People are all at this Day! 

Go pray for the King, and hey! Boys, to play: 

Sure fuch a brave Prince no Nation can brag on, 

Then a F—t, my good Lads, for Bed and the 
‘ Dragon.’ 
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XXL Tue Viston or Detrcut, a Majfque, prefented 
at Court in Chriflmas, 1617. 


XXIL PreasurE RECONCILED TO VIRTUE, @ 
Mafgue, as it was prefented at Court before King ‘fames, 
£619. 


XXIII. For rut Honour or WALES, a Mafqne, 
as it wes prefented at Court St. David’s Day, 1619. 

SAMUEL DANIEL, the Laureat, died this Year, and 
the Wreath was defervedly given to our Author. And 
fince we have now a progreflive Account of the Laureats 
for near an hundred and fixty Years, an anonymous Au- 
thor has put into Verfe, we hope it will not be thought 
improper to place it here. 


Dy Poe, 
1598. § a the Prince of Poets, wore the 
Rays, 


© And DANIEL follow’d in ELIZA’s Days. 
1619. ‘ THEN honcur’d BEN began his awful Rules, 
‘ Replete with Learning from the Latran Schcols 3. 
« He mended Plautus, and like Zerense wnit, 
¢ With Roman Judgment, but with Britijh Wit: 
‘ Like Rome’s lov’d HORACE, great in ev'ry 
« Part, 
© He reins his Pega/us with manly Art; 
¢ Elis Satyr tickles, though you feel its Smart. 


SESS CER MERA 5 oa 
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1637. ‘© Nexr DAVY ENANT honour’d by the royal 
‘ Sword, 
* Too vainly proud of Madagafcar’s Lord! 
1688.  ¢ After a clouded Reign of thirty Years, 
‘ DRYDEN, enliyen’d by the Nine, appears 5 
1692. § ’Till Rome mifled him thro’ her guileful Maze, 
Then hafty SHADWELL {natch’d th’ unfading 
‘ Bayes. 
1700,  £ Succeeding TATE revolving Time brings on ; 
But Phebus never own’d him for a Son. 
1716.  € EUSDEN, a Churchman, then affum’d the 
“ Crown, 
‘ And wore the Laurel with his fable Gown. 
1724,  * Then {weetly foft, ROWE touch’d Apollo's) 
‘ Lyre, 
He Pe the Strings to fet the Soul on Fire, 
And warm the frozen Virgin with Defire. i 
‘ Bur now the Jaf, the Monarch CIBBER wears 
The Laurel Wreath with reverential Years. 
€ No Thunder e’er will blaft the facred Tree ; 
* But add more Summers Suns to his Longevity.” 


nw 


or 


6 
6 
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Note, At the Death of Shadwell, Dryden turning Pre- 
teflant again, he wore the Laurel till his Death, 1700. 


' We know that Skeiton was Poet Laureat to Henry VI. 

but who wore the Crown between him and Spencer we 
cannot learn; yet, perhaps, it may not difpleafe the 
Reader if we give him a Tafte of the Latin of Skelton, 
in an Epiftle to a Friend. 


‘ pe eoaes plus decies quam fant momenta dicrum, 

Quot {pecies generum, quot res, quot nomina 

* rerum, 
Quot pratis flores, quot funt et in orbe colores, 
Quot pifces, quot aves, quot funt & in eequore navesy 
Quot volucrum penne, quot funt tormenta Gehennz, 
Quot czli fleile, quot funt miracula Lhome, 
Quot funt virtutes, tantas tibi mitto {alutes.’ 
Fo. Skelton, 


XXIV. News 


A 


46 The LIFE of 


XXIV. News rrom THE New Wortp difcover’d its 
the Moon, a Majque, as it was prefented at Coart before 
King James, 1620. 


XXV. A Masque of the metamorphofed Gypfies, as it 
was thrice prefented to King Fames ; firft at Burleigh on 
the Hill, next at Belvoir, and laftly at Windfor, 1621. 


XXVI. Tue Masque or Aucurs, with the feveral 
Anti-Mafques ; prefeated Twelfth-night, 1622. 


XXVIUL Time vinpicatep to Aimfelf and to his 
Honours, In the Prefentation at Court on Twelfth 
Night, 1623. 


SXVIIL Neprune’s Triumpn for the Return of 
Albion; celebrated in a Mafque at the Court Twelfth 
Night, 1624. 

Tus Majgue was to celebrate the Return of Prince 
Charles with Buckingham from Spain, where the Prince 
went to fee the Jnfanta *. Fhey went fncegnito, and tra- 
velled under the Names of ‘Fack and Tom Smith. At 
Dover they were fiopped by the Mayor of that Place, 
thinking they were going to France to fight a Duel; fo 
that Buckingham was forced to difcover himfelf. At Paris 
they both wore large bufhy Pertiwigs, that fhadowed their 
Faces. Here Prince Charles faw the Princes Henrietta 
Maria, whom he afterwards married, 

Euis Voyage to Spat by Prince Charks was accounted 
a rafh and dangerous Undertaking by the whole Nation, 
and Fames gave but a half Confent. Buckingham, who 
ruled all, feem’d to bully his Mafter in this Affair;. for, 
when the King laid before the Prince the Danger and: the 
Hazards of the Attempt, Buckingham rudely told him, 
He had given his Word, and, if be broke it, nobody would 
ever believe him again. Indeed, he feem’d to rule all; 
and there were Pa/quils innumerable appear’d every Day, 
We will infert one, to fhew what an Opinion the People 
had of his Government not long before his Death. 7 

E 


ee eS ET ER AE 


* Rapin, Wilfon, Coke, Howell, &c. 
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“ Tx the Buck rules the Roaft in the Foreft of Be 
“ And the Lion a Cypher at Councils and Featts, 
‘ The reft of the Tribe are in pitiful Cafe ’ 


Anjwer, 
* You miftake, my goed Friend, this Lton’s on Af.’ 


AT 


alts, 


XXIX,. Pan’s Anniverfary, or the Shepherd's Elely-day ; 
Ss it was performed at Court before King Fames, 1625. 
The Inventors, lwigo Fones and Ben TFonfon. 


XXX. Tue Masgue or Qwis at Kennelworth, pre- 
fented by the Ghoft of Capt. Cox mounted on his Fhabby- 
Horfe, 1626. 

Lhis Mafgue is but one continued Speech of an hundred 
and feventy eight Lines; fix Perfons, reprefenting fo many 
Owls, coming on as they are called, 


XXXL Tue rortunate Isprs AND THEIR 
Union ; celebrated in a Mafque defign’d for the Court on 
the Twelfth Night, 1626, King ames died the 27th of 
March, 1625. The latter Part of this Mafque is the fame 
with Neptune’s ‘Triumph for the Return of Albion, 

AFTER the Death of King Fames, Diverfions of thefe 
Kinds were, for a while, laid by; though, by Accounts 
of thofe ‘Times, there were not many Tears thed at his 
Death ; all Exrope looked upon him as a weak Prince. 

Tuer Dutch drew him, in their painted and engraven 
Pafguils, fatt alleep, with a Sword in his Scabbard, and 
four Perfons attempting to draw it in vain. 

Tue following Epigram, made in France in his Time, 

4s a clear Evidence how he ftood in the Efteem of his 
Neighbours. 


Tannis qu’ Elizabeth fut Roy 
L’Anglois tut d’Elpaigne lEffroy, 
Maintenant devife et Coquette, 
Regi par la Reine Faquette. 


[Thus englifhed by a Friend. | 


Dvurine the Length of King El‘za’s Reign 
England the ‘Terror was of haughty Spain, 
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Now Goffip Fames ufurps the royal Seat, 
And reigns the Queen of Pedantry and Prate. 


NorwiTHSTANDING this French Satire, King Fames 
was a Lover of Wit and Humour. ‘ For once there was 
a very abufive Copy of Verles againft the Court, ere. 
brought to the King, and, as the Paffages were reading 
before him, he often faid, Jf there were no more Men in 
England the Rogue fhould bang for it. At laft, bemg 
come to the Conclufion, which was (after all his railing) 


a ay A A 


Xn 


<< Now God preferve the King, the Queen, the Peers, 
«< And grant the Author long may wear his Ears.” 


¢ This pleafed his Majefty fo well, that he broke into a 

é Laughter, and faid, By my Saul, fo thou fhalt for me. 

© Thou art a bitter, but thoa art a witty, Knave. 
Howell’s Letters, p. $7. 


Ir is certain, the Stage met with greater Encourage- 
ment in the Reign of King Fames, than that of Charles; 
and alate Author gives us the following Reafons for it. 

« FAMES 1. with much Reading, had but little Know- 
‘ ledge; and, with fome Wit, no Tafte. His Minifters, 
6 or rather, his Favourites, were Dunces and Rafcals, 
‘ and Mattersof Wit were indifferent to them ; they were, 
© however, glad of every Oceafion to encourage every 
¢ thing that could divert the public Attention from Affairs 
‘ of State, and therefore they did not difcourage the Stage. 
é° Hence it is, that, in all the Reign of James I. we find 
é the Theatre upon an excellent Footing, and, fo far as we 
¢ can judge, furnifhed with the beft Set of Adtcrs that 
¢ ever adorned any one Nation at amy one Time. The 
‘ Strength of Shakefpear, the Regularity of ‘Fonfon, the 
‘ genteel Manner of Fletcher, were all encouraged, and 
‘ each had his juft Proportion of Applaufe,; nor am I 
€ fare, whether this was not the Period in which, take it 
£ allin all, England did not fee her Stage in its highef 
é Perfe@ion. 

‘ Tur Court of Charles I. was too ftately, too precile, 
too prudifh, to allow the Freedom.’ 

Guthery on Englith Tragedy and Comedy. 

AETER 


r& 


f Wh at had J done ¢ that mich 
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ArTrerR an intire Stop, for near five Years, at Court 
King Charles commanded 


Xe 


XXXII. Love’s Trivmpxs through Cart! OLAS 3 
performed ina Masque at Courr, 163 0, by his Ma- , 
jefty, the Lords and Gentlemen affifting. The Inventors, 

Ben Fonfon and Inigo Jones. 


Turis Mafque was commanded by the Kixg. 

MNT HLORIDIA, Rites to epee and her 
Nymphs ; perfonated, ina Ma/que at Court, by the Queen’s 
Mjefty and her Ladies, at Shrove- fae, SA 

Iz we may believe the following Pa/guil that was pofted 
up at that time, .thefe two Maiques floo dt oar in 
Reha thoufand Pounds. 


\ Tz Charles will but follow the Steps of histDad, 
he feems to appear a promifing Lad) 
yw the People € will worfhip a Copy {fo good! 
t let bim abate this extravagant Mox id ; 


é(] 

‘ Ho 
Ba 
If two Ma/ques, in two Nig ghts, coft two thoufand Pound 


baidg 


As 
6 | 
€ 
‘ His Tenants muft flarve, or give up the Ground. 
XXXIV. Tue Kine’s ENTERTAINMENT at Wetheck 
in Not tinghamfhi re, a Houle of the ! 


William Earl-of New-ca/i ee Vilcoun 
Bootle and Bolfover, &c, at the King” 


AXXV. Love’s Weicome; the King and Queen’s 
Entertainment at Bolfover, at the Earl of New cafile’s, the 
30th of Fuly, 1634. 

We do not fad Bex was Author of any other Mafoues, 
at leaft not pubiufhed; but he certain! y writ many y more 
Pieces that were deftroy’d by an accidental Fire , which 
we may underftand. by his Poem, call’d, an Execrarign 


oe 


upon Vulcan, where he begins with thele Lincs : 


‘ Ann why to me this, thou lame Lord of Fire? 
t call 


59 


‘ Or urge thy greedy Flames thus to devour 


/ 


¢ So many my Years Labours in an Hour @? 


‘ [r is certain, and with general Allowance (faid an 
¢ Author) that Fonfon fhew’d more profound Judgment 
¢ and deep Learuing, with the Richnefs of Invention in 
; Ma/ques, than all his cotemporary Poets put together; 
‘nay, I think I may be credited if I fay, all that may 


Our Author’s Satyrs and-Epigrams were fharp, cutting, 
and fevere; and, like a hard-hearted Surgeon, often 
probed without the leaf pic end therefore, no Won- 
fer if he ronfed the Nef ¢ yf Hornets, his cotemporary 
Poets, again! hun, upon all Op pportunities and. there- 
fore, the followins was p\ ablithe d in An{wer to his Execre- 
cration to Vulcan, onvhis 1 {s by Fire. 


Jack and Tom. 


Tack. § Have yo uh heard of the News, my good Coufin 


jw 
‘ Town 2 2” 
Tom. § I am but this Mom ent ja it fet ous from home, 


¢ Ts it cood News, I ae News, my jolly Cuz Fack ¢ 
« Has ruaenet fharp S ot! een robb a of his Pack *2? 
Fack. § THE ale t has met with a fatal Difafter, 


¢ ‘That oTieves him ta more than the lat e Poeta(ter. 
¢ The Brands of his Pens have fought witht fach Ire, 
© That the Sparkles have {ét one a nother on Fire! 


? 
é One Shirt and a Cheat, and. an o — Pair of Breeches, 
4 1} BM DW ee ee Gay 
€ With a Doublet and Hofe that gaped for fome Stitches 5 
The 
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* Jy the Reien of james IL. a@ Scots Pedlar was robo a _ 
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bis Pack with: in ten Mites of London. Tse Man being for- 
| th Carr, the King’s Fawvot pit te, ater 


mer ly, acguat ‘uted with © 
wards Earl of Sommertet, he made a Collection for the 

wenty Times the Value of bis Pack, 
which the King hearing of, cry'a cut, Now. the Deel on 
my Saul (his ufual Oath) but the Thief was: the bett 


t 
Friend my Countryman ever_met with in his Life; but I 


am afraid we {hall have more Packs to pay i for foon, er 


if there is no more Robberies committed, they wi il 
themfe es 


Pedlar that amounted tot 
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The reft-of his Wardrobe were {afe on his Back, 
(Let the Outfide go bare, if the Infide has Sack.) 
The Wreath he put on is moft damnably fear’d, 
And the Green is tarn’d grey as well as his Beard: 
Yet thefe are but Trifes to other great Lofles ; 
‘(But Proseflant Souls mutt bear Catholic Croffes +.) + 
Ten Dozen of Satyrs, at Four-pence a Piece, 

* ‘Ten Times better than any of Rome, or of Greece; 
* "Pwo Score of fine Scenes for a half Score of Plays 
Such as Terence, or Plattys, ne’er {aw in their 


g 
é 


€ 


Days 3 
‘ A’Sack of rich Learning, from the Antients, in Profe, 
€ And a Dozen of Mafques, the Court to expofe ; 

€ Of Epigrams — whew | a Buhel at leat, 

« And a Peck of fine Speeches when Aldermen feaft 
His Forefts and Woeds are all fafe and fonnd fis 
But the Devil a Stick of /’s own on the Ground ; 
The Timber was eat and drank long ago, 

And now he may fing, blind Fortune my Foe! 

A Rheain of long Bills from every Trade, 

* And, O Grief of Heart! not one of them paid! 
His Flattery was fafe, he left that at Court, 

‘Fo be ready at Hand without fending for’t : 

But his greateft Mifhap, his Confeience was lof.’ \ 


Tom. © He may be fipply’d by a Knight of the Poft.’ 


2 
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We make no Doubt, but many Satyri/s, falling upon 
the feigned Vices of other Perfons, difcover their own 
Malice, and fhoot their Poifon from their own Souls. 
Like the Dutch, in their Cuts for the Bible, draw their 
Fioures in the Habits themf{elves wear; and Herod, on 
his Throne, looks like a Burgomafier of Amferdam. 

OuR great Poet left this World in. his erand Climac- 
teric, (the 63d Year of his Age) 1 37, and was buried 
on the Weft Side, near the Belfry, in We/tminfler-Abby, 

F 2 having 
nN AREA ST REE SINT ad CRY LEE ET a 
themfelves. F do not mention this as a Piece of Wit, only 
to explain more clearly the 16th Line, + alluding to his 
Change of Religion; forfit a Proteftant, then a Papift, ana 
from a Papi to a Proteftant again. 

{ Two Pieces of cur Author’ s, containing feweral of bis 

rams, Elegies, Songs, @c. which were 


i 
{oer 
eVl as 


at 
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having only a Stone over his Grave, with this Inf cription, 
though fimple, yet greatly to his Honour and Praile : 


O RARE BEN FONSOM! 


. Enx ‘tone-cutter, indeed, has added the (H) to his 
Name, which was never made Ufe of in the Time of his 
Life, but through Miftake, and the Printers. have con- 
tinued that Error ever fince. 

A MAGNIFICENT Monument was defign’d by Duppay 
Bifhop.of Chichefler, with the following Inicription. 


TT -x ga f . 

Hire Fonfonus nofter Lyricorum, Dramaticorumque 
rinbiy Meret ror PaNnde a sou i 
Corypheus, qui Pallade auf ine auram a Grecia ipfeqt ue Ko- 


a 
44 


ma rapuit, et faufto omine in b Rritanniam tranftulit noftram, 
nunc invidia major, fato, nec ideas 1en xmulis ceffit. 
Anno Dom. 1637. 


A FE\ y Years ago, there was a neat | Marble Butt of 
Antti t > placed (near over egainft that of Spencer) 


our 


with Shadwell and Gay, facing The Weft Door ‘of the 
Abbey, with the old In i{eription, and the old Fault, the 
PaaS 2 ee eR es 

ffi) tn ots iname, 


O RARE BEN FOHNSOMN! 


left Side, and the Holes on hie right, which ccca fioned 
the following Lines by the late reverend Mr. Wefley. 


ire Carver has unfortunately cut the Buttons on the 


© Orare BEN FONSON N? what! a Turn-coat grown! 

¢ Thou ne’er wert fuch ’ull thou wert clad in Stone! 

‘ When Fime thy Coat, thy only Coat, impairs, 
Thou’lt fiad a Patron in an hundred Years. 

‘ Then let not this Miftake diflurb thy Sprite, 


« Another Age fhall fet thy Buttons right. 


Tuere was another made on the fame Occafion ; and 
though a little ludicrous on fuch a Subject, as it relates 


to.our Author, we take Leave to infert it. 


On 


O 


he 
J BE 


: : SBS see arr? Ae Places yx Turn? 
Wi) 1€€1n Ben J CRON turn’d out of Place in a Turn’ds 
Pint 
Coat. 


‘ Te Ben’s pale Ghoft, at Noon of ENight, 


€ (Like Cz/ar’s Shadow on the Stage) 
« Should rife and contemplate the Sight,. 
$ How would his growling < Sp init rage? 
© Wuy, what a Jack-an-apes is here! 
¢ Bs meant for me! aie be gone! 
© (Why this would make a Parfon {wear !) 
¢ A Turn’d-coat too! Zounds!. turn’d to Stone! 
‘ Give me my. other Coat a gt) a, 
¢ 


a place me where I was before; 
This cannot be the famous Bez, 
This i is fome upftart a of a Whore!’ 


vw 


WE Ww a here infert a few Eines in Verfe, by different 
Hands, in Commendation of our Author, that are not in 
his Wor if S. 

SiR Edward Herbert, Knight of the, Bath, Embaffador 


for his Majefty’ of Great-Britain with the French King, 
upon his Eriend Ben Fonfon, and his Tranflations of 
Hyrace, 


‘ *T was not enougsh, Hu jonfon, to be thouoht 
Of English Poets beft, but to have brought 

In eater State, to He Acquaintance, one 
Made equal to himfelf and thee ; that nore 

Might be thy Second. while thy Gl ory is 
fe) 


be the Horace of our Times and his” 


Gio i 


| dn EPIGRAM. 


| € Eacu like an hn am Ship or Hull appears, 


| On 17s. elaborated art-contrived Pliry 


rT Ts 


4a 
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| « That took a Voyage for fome certain Years 
if Tn3 
To plough the Sea, and fi furrow up the Main, 
* And brought rich Jngcts from his loaden Brain i} 


ae vT 7” 
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« His Art the Sun, his Labours were the Lines, 
' 


1 
‘ His (olid Stuf the Treafure of his Times.’ 
Will. Hodgfon. 


To Mr. Tonson. 


B EN, the World is much in Debr, and tho’ it may 
(2 Some petty Reck’ning’s to finall Poets pay, 
Pardon if at thy glorious Sum they flick, 
Being too large lor their Arithmetick. 
Ir they could prize the Genious of a Scene, 
The learned Sweat that makes a Language clean, 
Or underftand the Faith of ancient Skill 
Drawn from the tragic, comic, lyric Quill; 
The Greek and Roman denifon’d by thee, 
And both made richer in thy Poetry. 
I prophefy more Strenoth to after Time, 
Whofe Joy fhall call this Ifle the Poets Clime, 
Becaufe ‘twas thine, and unto thee return 
The borrowed, with which thy Mufe fhall burn s 
Then, when the Stock of others Fame is fpent, 
Thy Poetry fhall keep its own old Rent. 

Trov art our whole Menander, better made, 
And micht have learnt him thy poetic Trade ; 
Could Cefar * rife, and hear thy noble Vein, 
“We'd find a Terence doubled in thy Strain: 

Or 
a MELE Ua ak A 


* Cafar ufed to call Terence half Menander. 


Tu quoque, tu in fummis, O dimidiate Menander, 
Poneris, Cr merito, pars [ermonis amator, 

Lenibus atque utinam [eriptis adjuntta foret vis 
Gomica, ut eguato virtils polleret honore 

Cum Grecis, neque in hac defpectus parte jacerts, 
Unum hoc maceror, et doleo tibi deeffe Terenti. 


ius englifhe iend. 
Thus englifhed by a Friend 
Menander’s half! thy Didtion fo corred?, 


So fweetly flowing, claims a high Refpect 


’ Mong ft 
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Or could Menander * once again lurvive, 


Viewing thy Face, would find himfelf alive. 
Louch Townley. 


Now we have followed the great Ben Fonfon to his 

eternal Reft, we cannot find, with the ftrictett Search,, 
that he left either Family or Relation to moum his Lofs. 
He was married we know; but no Fraces can find out 
from what Family or Name he took his Wife. He men- 
ions the Death of two Children, which he Jaments; but, 
if he had other Iffue, none f{urvived him. 

No Doubt but there were many Pictures of our Author in 
his Life-time ; four we can give {ome Account of. One b 
Hfaae Oliver the Father, and another by Peter the fon, 
both eminent Painters in the fixteenth Century. One of 
thefe was in the Poffeffiou of that eminent Phyfician, Dr. 
Mead, another in the Collection of Lord Scmers, painted 
by Huntorft of Utrecht; a third painted by Vandyke in the 
Year 1630; and why may not we peer the fourth to be 
the Picture he left with the Lady he made fruitlefs Love 
to in Scotland, when he vifited Drommond, that falfe 
Friend, who treats his Memory as if Bex were an idle 
Madman. That Author, who lived many Years after 
him, durft not have declared his vile Sentiments, had our 
Fonfon been alive to anfwer him; therefore, we look ave 
all that he has faid againft him, as the Malice and ] Envy 
of a bad Heart : But if the Rivadosss is curious to know what 
is faid againft him, he may have Recourfe to Drommona’s 
Hiftory of Scotland, Lond. 1675 3 or his Works in Folio, 
sited L7II. 

BEN had _ been treated with lefs Envy, Malice, and 
IIl-nature, if he had concealed the good Opinion a cone 


ceived of himfelf; and had behaved like the excellent 
Statuarijis of ancient Greece, Glicon, Binet Atheno- 
dorus, 


"Mong ft greateft Poets; yet I muft lament 
Thy Want of Force and finewy Argument ; 
Grant thee but that, we could thy Merits raife, 
And give thee jufily whole Menander’s Praife. 


* Ben Jonfon’s Face 7s faid to resem nole an ae 


of DMbnander $, then in Poffiffion of the learned Seide 


BY 3 

rO 
dorus, &c. met never faid, the Work of fb a one ; but 
Praxiteles, &c. uld have made this Wi ork, as if fome- 
thing might have nS Geen wanting to the finifhing 

It has too often been obf erver ‘d, That the great eft Maf- 

ters in Sciences and Arts- have beet’ each others mis 
able Enemies; when, if they would mi ghtly confider, 
they only leffen, themfelves. ‘ It is their Sener 
¢ (jays an Author) that fix fo greata Degree of Contempt 
£ 
¢ 


} mm! 


upon Poets and their Works; and, if they did -not fall 

into thefe ridict ulous Invectives upon one another, the 
© World would ufe them all with more Refpect and Reves 
¢ rence. se two Priefts difputing in Religion before 
‘an Indian in America,’ < Nay, (fays the American) 
«if you difpute among yourfe lves, I'll believe neither of 
rou, and die in the fame Faith my Anceftors did.” 

Tuose two great Maflers in Painting, Raphael and 
Angelo, Cotemporaries at Rome, were ever jarring and 
decrying the Talents of each other. Raphael general! y 
had a great Number of Gentlemen, his Pupils, fol lowing 
him wherever he went; but Angeladi liked beft to go alone. 
Thete two great Men me «ting one Day, by Accident. in 
Raphael, « Thou walkeft like a Pr ovoft, 
at thy Heels > € And thou (return- 
like the Hangman,’ At this, Angelo 
Sword: But Raph ael reply’d, ‘ Ifear 
thy Pencil.’ And fo they parted. 


Rome, Angel 0G tol iN 
¢ with all thy aif 


eI YE ry 
*d his Hand to hisSw 


} 0 
nore than 


' z, | ; 
¢ thy sword no 


”T1s certain, an Epi tle from: one Acquaintance to ano- 
i > p 


ther, concerning a third Perfon known to them both, when 
the Writer doth not feem prejud liced,. is more than eae 
ino the Features; it fhews the Mind and Tempe and 

5 oe’ re ry 2 
as an Author lays, 

Ut clavis portam, fic pandit epiftola pectus. 
Therefore, the Reader, we hope, will not diflike the fol- 
, ’ b 
safe x 

lowing Letter, by one of Ben’s adopted Sons. 


To Sir Tuomas. Hawxi1nc, Kat, 


San ie; 
. B Was invited yetterday, to-a.folemn. Supper, by Ben 
i Li where you were deepl yremember’d, There 
“ was good Company, excellent Cheer, choice Wines, 


and 
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and jovial Welcome. One Thing intervene d, which 
‘ nimolt onc he Relith of the reft ; ; that Bex began ta 
‘ engrofs‘all the Difcourfe, to vapour e? tremely of ” him- 
‘ felf, and, by villifying others, to magnify his own 
; ee Tom Carew buzz’d me in the & ar that though 
¢ Ben had barrell’d upa great deal of Knowledge, yet, it 
‘ te he hath not read the Ethicks, which, among 
© other Precepts of Morality, forbid Self- commendation, 
« declaring it to be an ill- favour” d Solecifm in good Man- 
‘ners. It made me think upon the Lady, “(not very 
‘ youns) w ho, having a good while given her Guefts 
‘ neat Entertainment; a Capon being Stephesk to the Ta- 
‘ ble, inftead of a Spoon, fhe took a Mouthful of Claret, 
‘ and {pouted into the Poop of the hollow Bird. Such 
¢ an Accident happen’d at this Entertainment, you know 


ee 


‘ Propria laus fordet i” ore, 


Be a Man’s Breath ever  {weet, yet it makes one’s 
© Praife ftink, if he makes his own Mouth the Conduit- 
‘ pipe of it. But, for my Part, I am content to difpenfe 
with the Roman Infirmity of Bex, now that Time hath 
{nowed upon his Pericranixm. You know Ovid, and 
(your) Horace were fubject to his Humour: 


bo TY 


€ ‘Famque opus exegi, quod nec Fovi's ira nec ignis, &e. 
‘ The cther into, 


é Exec? zi monumentim ere perennins, &. 


* As alfo Crcero, when he forced himfelf into this Ex- 
« ameter, 


© O! fortunatam! natam me confule Romam. 


There is another Reafon that excufes Ben, which is, that 
if one is allowed to love the natural Iffne of his Body, 
why not that of the Brain ? > whichis of a more nobie 
and {piritual ExtraCtion. 
Wefiminfter, April 

the 5th, 1636. 6 Janes Hower’ 


aA An KR A 


We will place here another Letter of the fame Author 
to ex, though dated fome Years before this, as it may 


give 
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give fome I Light into the Opinion his beft Friends had of 
his early and latter Writing 1S, 


To my Father, BEN Jonson. 


Father BEN, 
6 ]ULLUM fit magnum ingenium fine mixtspa demen- 
tie, There is no great Wit without fome Mix- 
ture of Madnafs ;- fo faith the Philofopher: Nor was he 
a Fool, who anti fered, Nec parvum fine mixtura fiul- 
titie, nor {mall Wit without fome Allay of Foolifhnefs. 
Touching the firft, it is verified in site) for I find that 
you have often heen mad. You were mad when you 
writ your Fox, and madder when you writ your Al hee 
mift; you were mad when you writ Catiline, and ftarl 
mad when you writ Sejan us: But, when you w rit your 
Epigrams, and the magnetic Lady, you were not fo. 
mad; infomuch, that 1 perceive there be Degrees of 
Madnefs in you. Excufe me, that I am fo free with 
you. The Madnefs I mean, is that. divine Fury, that 
heating and heightning Spirit which Ov/d {peaks of, 


a8 NH 


-“e2 Aaan A ea AA 


© ER Deus in nobis agitante calefcimus illal 


That true Enthufiafm, which franfports and elevates 
the Souls of Poets above the middle Region of vulgat 
Cahes ption, and makes them foar up to Heaven, to 
touch the Stars with their laurell’d: Heads!. to: walk i? 
the Zodiack with Apollo himfelf, and command Mercury 
upon their Errand, cannot yet light upon Dr. Davies’S 
Welch Grammar ; before Chrifimas 1 am promifed one. 
So, defiring you to look better hereafter to your Char- 
coal Fire, and Chimney, which I am glad to be one 
that preferved from burning, this being the fecond 
Time that Vulcan * threatened you, it may be Bapeule 

€ you 


A w~aaenaenanraenaaana & 


* This relates to his Execration on Vulcan, a Poem, on 
his Lofs by Five, mentioned before. Mr, Howell fent our 
Author pity Gas. relating a Story, in order for Ben to 
form a Plan fora P esi but we cannot find, by his Works 
extant, he made any Uje of it: But Ars. Centlivre made 
it the Foundation of her Cruel Gift, @ ney, 

See Howell's Letters, p. 243 
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¢ you have fpoken ill of his Wife, and been too bufy witt 
€ his Horns. I reft your Son, and contiguous Neighbour, 
Wefiminfler, “fuxe 
the 27th, 1629. ‘James Howe rx.’ 


Poor Ben was ever the Butt, for the Wits to fhoot at, 
upon ail Occafions; and therefore, his Travels to Scotland 
produced the féllow? ing Piece of Scurrility: But (as Howard 
fays) Merit will ever “be the Mark of Envy. 


UR Laurel-crown’d Bard to Scotland has travell’d, 
And back too on Foet, but da imnabiy eravell’d, 
And’ yet, in his Youth, he drove Thefpis’s Cart, 
Nor valued his Takoor much more than a P—t, 
Would none that he flatters equip him to ride 
In State to the North, with Dick Broome by. his Side 
Who might, like a Parrot, have chatter’d-his Fame 
And, at ¢ every Inn, have fa uall’d out his Name 
This is Hod-mortar Ben, th af trowels the Cou itt ; ; 
But, fince ’tis his Trade, he has Salary for’t. 
O fine bleffed Spot! with that Head that it rules, 
‘Thus doubly farrounded with K- 


“4 


3 


sand: with P-— >», 


Ler us give a few Teflimonies from fome modern 
Authors in Profe, wrote many Years after his Death 
and therefore we may be aflured their Sentiments are 
jut. 

Tue leamed Selden, in his Preface to his Tstles of 
Honour, 1641, fliles him * his beloved Friend, and a 
‘ fingular Poet, and extols his fpecial Worth in Litera- 
©.¢ure; an accurate and found Judgment,’ 

SHADWELL, in his Dedication to his Comedy, call’d, 
the Virtuoso, to the Duke of N ewca/tle, writes thus of our 
Au he ‘ who was incomparably “the B eft dramatic Poet 
‘ that ever was, or, I beiieve, ever will be; eit I would 
rather be Author of one Scene in his beft Copiaer than 
| * any Play this Age hath produced.’ 


ie 


Vie boncurable Edward Howard, Efg; in his Effays 5 
¢ Permit me to fay, whethe any of the AWie of the Foobin 
‘ Poets be more terfe and eloquent in their Tongue, than 
this great and learned Poet a ppears in ours, Whenever Dal 
> . hi 
Jonfon copies, or imitates, (contrary to many others) he | 
6 « freely 


1 Ry 


Sa) ) 
“ freely owns it in his, and never falls fhort of the Origt" 


‘ nal, but often goes far beyond them. . 

Anp as another Author faid, * if the Antients ever 
sroduced a rough Diamond from the Mines, Fonfon was 
« the Artift that poufhed ity and gave it its true Luftre.’ 

POPE, in his Preface to Shake/pear, writes thus: 

©‘ Wuewn our Poet got “Poffeffion of the Stage, he 
é brought critical Learning into Vogue; and that this As} 
‘ not done without Difficulty, may ‘appear from thofe fre- 
¢ quent Leffons (and, indeed, almoft ~ Declamations) 


‘ which he was forced to prefix to his firft Plays, and put 


‘ into the Mouths of his Actors, the Grex, Chorus, &e. 
© to remove the me and inform the Jud dgment of 
§ his He arers and Readers.’ 

In the Preface to the Friends, publifhed, Lond. 1754. 

“« Fonfon enriched his native Ean with Comedies, 


© wrote up to more than Terentian Ke pularity and Pro- 
€ priety, in Point of Conduct.’ 

We have often mentioned the Word rae in thefe 
Pages, (for fo the fatyri ical Pieces were call’d in the Reigns 
of tS ats and Charles). but the ‘true Name 1s Pafquin, 
from 2 Cobler in Rowe that lived, in the Beginning of the 


15th Century, near the Corner of the Palace of Urfines, 
dy, fatyrical Wit; and moft 


Bae. was a Perfon of a rea ys 

Peo of the like Turn, ufually vifited him, to hear him 
hic cule - the Paffers by. After bis Death the Statue of a 
Gladiator bemg cat his Stall, it was fet up, and 
called by his Name, to which the Wits, or Pretenders to 
te, Great Men, 


~~ 


it hang or pale Lampcons upon the St 
3 F f 


are Cnrt .§ ® - a Iritino Ate 
KC. irom whence iuco oort ol roems, or Writings, are 


THE 


RU ok a> 


ee Gis Ree re Le ae 


CLUB of 4POLLO; 


Inftituted by our Auruor. 


Written in Latm by him, with the Tran- 
flation by another Hand. 
¢ 


Leges Convivales, quod foelix fauftumque 
Convivis in Apolline fit. 


EMO afymbolus, nifi umbra, huc venito, 
Idiota, infulus, triftis, turpis, abefto. 
Eruditi, Urbani, Hilares, /ode/?? ad{cifcuntor, 
Nec leétz Femine repudiantor. 
| In apparatu, quod convivis corruget-nares nil elle, 
Epule delectu potius; quam fumptu parentur ; 
| ~Obfonator, & Coquus convivarum gule periti funto ; 
De Difcubitu non contenditor. 
Miniftri a Dapibus, oculati, & muti, 
A poculis auriti, & celeres funto, 
Vina puris fontibus wiui/frantur, aut vapulet hofpes, 
Moderatis poculis provocare fodales fas efto, 
At fabulis, magis quam vino velitatio fiat, 
Convive nec muti, nec loquaces funto. 


J iC 
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De feriis ac facris poti, & faturi ne differunto, 
Fidicen nifi accerfitus non venito. 
Admiffo rifu, tripudi is, choreis, cantu, falibus, 
Qmni gratiarum feflivitate facra celebrantor : 

eG ae felle {unto 

Infipida Poemata n illa recitantor ; 

Verlus {cribere nullus cogitor 5 
Argumentat ionis totus fir ‘epitus abefto ; ; 
\matortis querelis, ac fulpitiis liber angulus efto, 
7 ipitharum more, fey yebis pugnare, vitrea collidere, 
Feneftras excutere, fu ipellectilem dilacerare ne fas efto, 
Qui foras, dicta, vel facta elimin: it, eliminator 
Nemine em reum pocull faciunto, 

Focus perennis efto, 


NP, Om 5 5; WO DH 1 BD SHH cele Serer Meter i, 1, 
‘ya ne “x x Ge ” x ~ a oP Sx seer i" 
ee A“ NX ited sec * a We AS 4 5x Sox ta 


A Tranflation of the Ruues for the CLUB 
of APOLLO, then kept at the Devil 


ovary =D emple- Rar 
i T avert, 1 €viDleC-Da?r. 


S the Fund of our Pleafure, let each pay his Shot, 
4. (Except fome chance Friend whom a Member 
brings in, } 
Far hence be the Sad, the lewd Fop, and the Sot ; 
For fuch have the aes of good Company beck. 
Let the learned and witty, the jovial and gay, 
The he s and bm eft, compofe our free State ; 
And, the more to exalt our Delight while we flay, 
Let none be debarr’d of his choice female Mate. 
Leto Scent offenfive the Chamber infeft ; 
Let Fancy, not Coft, prepare all our Dithes ; 
Let the Caterer mind the Tafte of each Gueft, 
And the Cook, ih his Dreffing, comply with their Withes. 
Let’s have no Diflurbance abotrt taking Places, 
To (hew ya ‘¢ ce aaa or out of vain Pride. 
Let the Drawers be ready with Wine and frefh Glaffes ; 


Let the W ait ers ha ave Li yes, tho’ their Tongues mutt be 


ty 
ya i, 
Let 
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J 
Let our Wines, without Mixture, or Stum, be all fine; 
ail up the Mafter, and break his dull Noddle ! 
tno fober Bigot here think it a Sin 
To pufh on the chiriping moderate Bottle. 
Let the Conteft be rather of Books than of Wine; 
Let the Com mpany be neither noily nor mute ; 
Let none of He ferioas, much lefs of divine, 
When Bell al 1d Head’s full, prophanely difpute 
Let no ates Fidler prefume to intrude, 
Unlefs he is fent for to vary our Blifs: 
With Mirth, Wit, and Dancing, and Singing conclude, 
To regale every Senfe with Deli light in Exeets, 
Let Raillery be without Malice or H eat; 
Dull EE Oeos to read let none Priv: lege take 
Let no Poetafter command, or intrea ‘3 
Another, extempore Verfes to evalcin 
Let Argument bear no unmufical Sound, 
Nor Jars interpofe, facred Friend{} Ms to orieve. 
For generous Lovers let a Corner be found, 
Where ae in foft Sighs, may thei r ” Palfions relieve, 
Like the old Lathes, with the Goblets to fight, 
Our own ’mongft Offences unpardon’d will rank ; 
Or breaking of Windows, or Glaffes, for Spight, 
And fpoili ing the Goods for a rake-helly Prank, 


+ 
LE 


Tr Tranflator has taken a little Liberty with the 
Original, but not unbecoming, 


PDOs PIO e525 RTM tel ee 5A es a LeeHL tele Es OS A ee fatale Nis ie os’ 


re 
ae gd IN x He bax Sst 


Over the Door, at the Entranee into the 4POLLO, in 


a fair Shield, were the foll lowing Lines, wrote by our 
Author, Ben Fonjon. 


ELCOME all that lead or follow 
To the Oracre of APOLLO, 
Here he {peaks out of his Pottle, 
Or his Tripos, his Tower Bottle: 
All his Anfwers are pivinr 


Trura itfelf doth flow in Wana 


irhohnacechibdididi soe) inte) 


“~ 


-~_ * 


ean ie a 


FB of 


mh) a . 
all the poor -Hop-drinkers? 
. 


ang up 

Cries old Syms, the King of Skinkers 

He the half of Life abufes, 

That fits watering with the Mufes: 

Thofe dull Girls no Good can mean us. 

Wine it is the Milk of Menws, 

And the Poet’s Horfe accounted 5 

Ply. it, and: you all are mounted | 

Tis the true Phabeian Liquor, 

Chears the Brains, makes Wit the quicker, 

Pays all Debts, cures all Difeafes, 

Ay at once, three Senfes pleafes. 

W me, all that lead or follow, 

To the Qeacte of APOLLO! 

) Dr, Duppa, Lor d Bifhop of Chic ve (ber his H g hne{s’: 
Tutor, at St: James's. 

My Lord, 

Cis a well-becoming, and very worthy, Work you 
fA are about, not to fuffer Mr. Ben Fonfon to go fo 
Glent to his Grave, or rot fuddenly. Being newly come 
to Town, and underftanding that your Jonsonus 
Vernius was in the Prefs, upon the Solicitation fo Sir 
Thomas Hawkins, 1 faddenly fell upon the enfuing 


4 


Decaftick, which, if your Lordihip pleafe, may have 

Room amongtt the re{t, 

(5 run out ? Is that Oyl fpent, 

Which Light to fach ftrong finewy Labours lent? 

Well, Ber, I now perceive that all the Nize, 

Tho’ they their utmoftt Forces fhould combine, 

Ca aft Night’s three Daughters; but 
one wind, the other cat: 


yt ? 


Ale 


« Anp is thy Gla 


nnot prevail ’gal 


One fill mut fix, 

Yet, 10 defpight of Diftaff, Clue, and Knife, 
Thou, in thy flrenuous Lines, hath got a Life; 
Which, like thy Bayes, fhall flounith every Age, 
While Sock or Bu/Rin fhall afcend the Stage. 


Sie vaticinatur HorLius. 


So 
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¢ So Ireft, with my devoted Refpects to your Lord= 
€ fhip, as being 
Your very humble Servitor, 
Loudon, May the 
ift, 1636. ‘g 
Page 25%. Lond. Ed. 1 


Sy 
i> 


my 


a 


Tus Piece, intituled Jonsonus VerBtus, or the 
Memory of BEN. Jonson revived, by the Friends of th 
Musss. It confifted only of a Colteétion of Poems to hig 
Memory, by his cotemporary Authors, vx. ‘The Lord 
Fantkland, Lord Buckhur ft, Sic Fohn Beaumont, Sir Thomas 
Hawkins, Henry King, Efq; Han. Coventry, Eta; W ne 
Habington, Eg; E: Waller, Efq; Fames Howell, E{gq, G 
Forte/cue, Efg; Lhomas May, Ef; Dudley Diggs, EAq; Tobe 

ernon, Eq; fokn Cleveland, ‘Fafper Maine, William Cart- 
wright, Fo. Rutter, O. Feltham, Dr. Donne, Dean of St. 
Pa tas. Shackerly Marmion, ‘fokn Ford, R. Bri PRE), eens 
Weft, R. Meade, H. Ram fey, Hon. Francis Wortley, 7. Ter- 
rent, R. Waring,Wiliam Bew, Samuel Evans, ending Oo ties 
Greek Poem, anonimous. re Gentlemen, that are cu- 
rious, may perule the Original, now in ts Hands of the 
Editor. Mi that are not in that Tract are inferted here. 


To Dr. Duppa, Bilhop of CArchefler, Dean. of Chri/i- 


Church; and Tutor to Prince Charies, -afterwards, King 
Charles Il. By Sir WY. Davenant. 


F OW thall I feep To-night! that am to pays 
if ‘a By a bold Vow, a mighty Debt ere Day? 
Which all the Poets of this and owe 
Like Pains, neglected, it will oreater oTOW: 
How vainly, from 14 fingle Book of Wit, 
(As {mall as is my A tt to hufband it) 

T have advenrar’d. what they durft not do 

With trong confed’ rate Art, and Nature too; 
This Debt } nere ditary a. an nd more, 

More than can be paid for fuch an Anceftor 


of iad 


Who, living, all the Mufes. Treafures {pent 


X 


willy 


pa 
As if ia ena es Heir, not ogi 
i Oy 


LES 
LO refts se e-he disf furni ied, 


i) ye ae LT = P| a eae er ‘} 3 oS eal ps ] 
Chat near to Heav’n their verdanbShadesdid (bread 
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Like modern a were fo of Rent bereft, 
Poets, ard they, have none but ‘Titles leit: 


He Pane d all his s Wreathes for his own Wit, 
Which was fo ftrong, that none cou’d conquer it 
But his ¢ own ju douche s Foree, that rul’d the Sente 
Of what he writ, than Faney’s vaft Expence ; 

Of that f , 1e fill was lavithly profi ufe ; 

For, join the remnant Wealth of every Mofe, 

And twill not pay the Debt we owe to thee 

For Honours done unto thy Memory! 

Tuus then he brought th’ Eftate to-a Decay, 
With which this Debt w e, as his Heirs, fhou’d pay 5 
As fullen Heirs, when wafteful Fathers die, 

Their old mei leave for their Pofterity : 
Altho’ ’tis fear’d, ’eaufé they are left fo poor, 
They'll but acknowleds ge what they fhou’d reftore. 

Awnp,. now Pgh rity is taught to’ know, 

WI hy, @ nd to whom, this mighty Sum we owe, 
I fafely may go fl leep — for they will pay 
It all at Times, altho’ I. break my Day: 


ELEGY oz Ben. Jonson. 


Piri T of Princes, 


es 
If to Apolla, well may on to thee !) 
Give Glow- worms leave o peep, who, “tll thy Night 
Could not be feen, we akon "d were with Light, 
For Stars to ee after Set of Sun 
aap 


s, Prince of Poets, (we, 


A Wile 
Is, at the leaft, a bold Prefumption. 
I’ve feen a great Lamp lightet 4 by the {mall 
Spark of Flint, found in a Field or Wall. 


y ( 


Our feeble V faintly may fhadow forth 
A doll Reflection to thy glor 1ous Worth ; 


And, like a Statue home! ly-fafhion’ d raife 


Some Co to thy Mem Typ, tho’ not praife. 
allow Sirs, who want flrarp Sigt it to look 


¥ 


erie 
As 
C 


Thole { 
On ek m: jeftic Splendour of thy fish 
That rather chufe to hear an 4rchy * prate, 


Than the full Senfe of a learn’d Lavreat, 
May, 


Archy, the Court Fefter, in the Reigns of James and 


Charles. 
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May, when they fee thy Name thus plainly writ, 
Admire the folemn Meafure of thy Wit, 

And like thy Works beyond a gawdy Show 
Of Boards and Canvas, wrought by Inigo +. 
Ploughmen, who puzzl’d are with Figures , come, 
By Tallies, to.the Reck’ning of a Sum 5 

Aud milk-fop Heirs, which, from their Mother’s Lap, 
Scarce travell’d, know far Countries by a Map. 
Shakefpear may Amal Griefs, merry Beaument’s Sule 
Ravith, arid melt Anger with a Smile; 

In Winter Nights, or after Meals, they be, 
I mutt confels, good Sort of Company ;. 

But thou exa@t our belt Hours induftny, 

We may read them, but ought to ftudy thee: 
Thy Scenes are Precepts, every Verfe doth give 
Coanfel, and teach us not to laugh, but live. 

fou that, with tow ‘ring Thoughts, prefume fo hig 
(Swell'd with a vain ambitious | Tympany ) 

To dream of Sceptres, whofe brave Mifchief calls 
The Blood of King's to their laft Funerals, 

Learn from Sejanus, his high Fall, to prove,. 
To thy dread Sovereign, a 2 facred Love, 
Let him fuggeft a reverend Fear to thee, 

And may his Tragedy thy Lecture be: 
Learn the compendious Age of flip’ry Pow’r 

‘That’s built on Blood, and may one little Hour 
Teach thy bold Ra hne®; that it is not fafe 

To build a Kingdom ona Cefar’s Grave. 
Thy Plays were whipt and libell’d, only: ’caufe 
They’re ‘good, and favour of our Kingdom’s Lawa, 
Satyrt mafticks *, Lightning-like, doth wound 
Thole T} hings ote that folid are, and’ found: 

Thus guilty “Men hate Juttice ; fo.a Glafs 
Is fometimes broke for th rewing a bad Face. 

There’s none that with thee Rods inflead of Bayes, 
But fuch whofe very. Hate is perfect. Praife 


ca 
h 


Let 
* Inigo jones, the King’s Architect, that ufed to fit out 
the Machines, &c. of t the Mafques at Cae. Ps 


+ Alluding to Decker’s F Play of that Name, wrote azainf 
Jonfon’ Lag) peri] ler ; by tty like a fvarling Cur, fF He only fhew'a 


, ‘ We 
his Teeth, Gin would have | bi t, but could mot f /teh, ay 
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Let Scribblers (that write Poft, and verfify 
With no more Leifure than we caft-a Dye) 
Spur on their Pegafus, and proudly. cry, 
T his b erfe I made ith? twinkling of an Eye! 
Thou cou’d{t have done fo, badft thou thought it fit 5 
3ut twas the Wifdom of thy Mufe, to fit, 
And weich each Syllable, fuft’ring nought to pafs 
But what could. be no better than it was. 
Thofe that keep pompous State ne’er go in hafte, 
Thou went’tt before them: all, tho’ not fo faft, 
While their poor Cobweb-ftuft finds as quick Bale 
As Birth, abd fells like rcigyesesion out of Date. 
The marbled Glory of th 1y labour’d Rhyme 
Shall live beyond the Calendar of Time, 
Who will theit Meteors *bove the Sun advance ; 
Thine are the Works of Judgment, theirs of Chance, 
How this whole Kingdom’s in thy Debt! we have, 
From others, Perriwigs and Paint, to fave 
Our ruin’d 1 Sculls and | Faces but to thee 
We owe our Tongues, and Fancies Remedy. 
Thy Poems, make | SP oets ; we may lack 
(Reading thy i ook) “ftol’n n Sentences and Sack. 
10 can a fingle Speech of thine rehearfe, 
Whether he will or no, muft make a Verte. 
s give Fruit, the Kernels.of that Fruit 
for rth Trees, which in more Branches fhoot. 
E; ag lifh ats itfel if alone 
(I had almeft faid a wil x Confufion} 
Is now all Harmony: what we did fay. 
Before, was ee hag this is hes y: 
Strangers, tha not reach th ry Senfe, will throng 
To hear us faut the Accents of thy ‘Tongue, 
As unto Birds that fing 5 ; if it’s fo good 
When heard alone, what is’t when underftcod ? 
Thou fhialt be renal as Gla/fic Authors, and, 
As G reer and Latin, taught in. every Coad 
The cri inging Monficur thall thy Language vent, 
When he wou’d melt his : Weiss with Compliment; 
Ufing. th hy Phrale: 8 he may have his. With 
Of a coy Nun, wi ithout an angry Pilh! 
And yet, all thy Poems, there is thewn 
: 
i, ine’s sa 0b. 
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Reme will confefs, the thou mak’ft Cefar talk 
In greater State and Pomp than he cou’d walk 
Catiline’s ¥ ongue is the true ee of = peril 
We now not only feel, but hear thy Words. 
10 Yudy in thy Idiom underfte ands, 

Will {wear that his Orations are Commands: 
But that which cou’d with richer Language drefs : 
The hiohe ft Senfe, cannot thy Words exprels. 

Had I thy own Invention, which affords : 
Words above Action, Matter above Words, ke 
‘To crown thy Merits I fhou’d only be . 
fab pana’ . oe Ate], 
Sumptuouily poor, low in Hyperbole. Fobn Cleveland. 


Another, by the fame Author, in Triplets. 
W HO firft reform’d our Stage with jaftett Laws, 


And was the firft beft Judge in his own Caule, ' 
Who, when his Actors trembled for Applaufe, : 
Could, with a noble Confidence, prefer i 
His own, by Right, to a noble T he atre, 
From Principles ‘which he knew could not err, § 
Who to his Fab did his Perfon fit, 7 
With all the Properties of Art and “Wit, 
And, above all, that could be acted brite § 
Who publick Fol lies did to Covert drive, i 
Which he again cou’d cunningly retrieve, 
Leaving no Ground to ret upon or thrive 
Here Fon/on lies, whom had I nam’d before, 
In that one Word alone I had paid more 
Than can be now, when Pienty makes me poor. 

fohn Cleve lands 


On the Death of the incomparable Ben. Jonson. 


OW Roor and Brancu of Poetry is dead, 
N. And bright Apollo fhrouds his mournful Head. 
You that ere hepe to be the facred Fire; 
And would your Souls with Harmony ere 
Your Prayers addrefs to great immortal BEN 
The Heav’n-in{pir'd Bard, and firft of Men. 
As Romans fupplicate the Saints in. Heaven, 
‘To im alone your Orifons be given. 
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Tue late excellent Poet, «Mr. John. Oldham, has is 
lith’d an Ode of near three hundred Lines, too long to’ b 
inferted here, in Praife of our Author, to which we refer 
our Reader. 

Ne thought to have clofed all; but the follo owing Lines, 
by an unknown Hand, were fent us too late to place any 
where elle. 


On Ben, Jonson’s Life revived from the Dead. 


HO was it fir that-led the labour’d Way, 
To form the true Ekopoeye ofa Play ? 
Thro’ the rude Mafs of Chaos undermin’d 
To'clear the Rubbifh, and the Gold refin’d ? 
Immortal ‘fou/on the great Talk effay’d! 
(By dreaming Ages pa ift too long delay’d) 
Herculean Labo our! the Augean Stalls 
Of Filth he clear’d, and cleans’d the putrid Walls ; 
Fal he the rifing Stream, ameéw-fpring’d Flood, 
And, like the Hand of Heav’n a new Creation fhew’d. 
‘ So the firft Planters, in a World new found, 
All over-grown with fruitlefs Shrubs around, 
Impenetrable Woods, and noxious Bogs, 
That the pure Air! infect with during Fogs, 
Drain the old Swamps, and fell the hoary ‘Trees, 
Clear the dank Sky, and intermit the ih es 
Then erub the Earth, and clean the fair-look’d Plain, 
Admit the Plough, aad fow the promis’d Grain; 
Till rich Increafe the yellow Harvett yields, 
And crowns the golden Honours of the Fields. 
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Tue two following Compofitions were fent us, affirmed 
for ‘Fonfor’ Sj but, as we are not affured, we will not im- 
pofe them on the Reader as fuch, 


Epithalamium in Puelam Oxonienfem. 


HC: FAs; 
Leta in {pe Refurreétionis, 
MARIA BIRD: 
Puella eximiz -pulchritudinis; 


Mire 


BEN JONSON, zy, 94 
Mire fuavitatis comitatifque ; 
Nulla venuftas  animo defuit; 
Nullus corpori decor: 
Egregia fua fibi fole latuere merita, 
Landem in illivs finum recepta, 
Quem maximé concupiverat, 
Lubenter nature perfolvens debitum 


Placidé conquievit. 
4n EPIGRAM. 


Widow’s Lawyer, in his Wine, 
A As he a Bond was making, 
With Know all Women did begin, 
The common Form miftaking. 
* Hold! you are wrong, the Lady cry’d, 
* It thould have been a/ Men, Sir 
The Lawyer, with a Sneer, reply’d, 
And made this merry Anfwer: 
* Madam, the Bond. is right and juft ; 
‘ For, .if one Woman knows It, 
€ *Tis very plain that 22 Men mutt ; 
‘ For the will fon difclofe it.’ 


Ir is certain, our Author’s three celebrated Comedies, 
| the Fox, the Alchemif, and Silent Woman Were never per- 
| formed in more Perfection than between the Year 1712 

and 1730. To prove it, we will only fet down the Cat 
of the laft, the 


SILENT WOMAN. 


Moros, ) (Mr. Fobnfon. 
TRuEewIr, Mr, Wiiks. 

| Dauruine, Mr. Booth. 
CLERMONT, Ar, Mills. 


Sir Joun Daw, phy 4 Mr. Crbber. 
Sir AMorous, | | Mr, Miller, 
Tom Orrer, Mr, Eflcourt. 
CUTHBERT, | 1 Mr. Norris, 
EPICOENE, J LMrs. Oldfield. 


q 


The iit I F E of 


So many excellent Comedians, jabouring fo many Years 
ether, worked themfelves to inimitable Perfection : 
We can, indeed, boaft of a f& ~ that have arrived at Ex- 
cellence fince that Peried; a Garrick, a Barry; a Moffops 
a Sheridan, and feveral other promifing Plants ; but then 
they are difperfed in ditierent Theatres. 

Tun Diverfions, Recreations, and P 
fubfide, when Men fink into Years; and itis well Heaven 
and Nature have fo ordained: But yet I would venture 
farther to fee Garrick perform Keightly,. in our Author’s 
Every Man in his Humour, than to contem- 
ateft Curiofity in Art or Nature. 
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Enp of the Lirp of Ben. JONSON. 
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COME 
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Bry. Jonson, ? 
Written bye Joun Fiercuer, 
Tho. Mippeton, ) 


o~ ~ 
Lent, 
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Dramatis Perfone. 


M E N. 


Branpino, an old Fuftice. 
Martino, bis Clerk. 


Francisco, in Lowe with Branpino’s Wife. 
Artivio, bis Friend. 


Muck worM bess ae 
Ceres f Tavo old Men, Suitors to the Widow. 
FRIPSU, 


Ricarpo, ayoung Gentleman that bas fpent his Eftate, in 
Love with VALERIA. 


OccuLTO, 
SILVIO, . Thieves. 
STRATIO, 
Fipvucio, 


Breese el 


WOMEN. 


Vareria, the rich young Widor. 
Maartia, (in Men’s Cloaths) Daughter tuold Muckworss 
Puiipea, the old Fu/tice’s young Wife. 


Viorerra, ber Maid. 


Officers, Servants, &e. 


Double Difappointment. 


Aétus I. Sczena Ff. 


/ Enter Signioy Martino, (an old Fuftice’s Clerk) and 
FRANCISCO. 


Fra, ARTINO! [Table and Standifh. 
Md Mar. Signtor Francifco! You're the luckieft 
gentleman to meet 
Or fee firt in a morning: I never {aw you yet, 
But I was fure of money within lefs than half an hour. 
Fra. IY bring you the fame luck flill. 
| Mar. What, you do not? 
| I hope, fir, you are not come for another warrant? 
Fra. Yes, faith, for another warrant. 
Mar. Why there’s my dream out then; I never dream’d 
of a naked buttock but I was fure to: have money fora 


T elie = 
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warrant, Itis the luckieft part of all the body to me. 
‘ 3 f ay . - % ° 2 dnd 
re your ufurer is of opinion, that to dream of the 
devil is your wealthier dream; and J think if a man dream 
of that part that brings many to the devil, ‘tis as good ; 
* 1+ yiart ‘ co 1 vp pip ms ; ; 
for if gluttony. be the meat, letchery is the porridge; 
they’re both boil’d together. 
[| Prit. within.) "Tis Sienior Franeilco ! 
fra, ’Twas her voice fure, 


(Yr a+ es | a BA by b Te Sa 
Or my foul takes delight to think it was. 


Me ech you 
Pf ettieft contriv’d building, this 
we Ot ee 
What 1 , | prithee? 
lyiar c that ? 
Fra fir, ‘that. 
1f, if a 1 ¢ Nery 
iB} fron wafer, and all things ams, 


Deliver the honfe of an honeft juftice. 
Fra. There’s like to be a good houfe kept then, wher 
fire and water’s forbidden to come into the kitchen. 


Not yet a fight of her? 
And what’s that yonder, prithee? O love’s famine! 


mc 


There’s no affliction like thee. Ay, I hear you, fir. 

Mar. You're quicker ear’d than I then: you hear me 
Before I heard myfelf. 

Fra. A gift.in triendfhip ; 

Some call it an inftinct. 
Mar. It may be: Look you, fir, 
Mine own wit this, and ’tis as true as turtle ; 
A goofe-quill and a clerk, a conftable and a lanthorn, 
Brings many a bawd from coach to cart, and many a 
thief to one turn. 

Fra, That one turn help’d you well. 

Mar. It has help’d me to money indeed for many a 
warrant. I am forty dollars the better for that one turn ; 
and ’twould come off quicker *twere ne’er a whit the 
worle for me. But indeed when thieves are taken, and 
break away twice or thrice one after another, there’s my 


+ £ 
JivUnis 


gains; then go out more warrants [0 fetch ’em again: 


one fine nimble villain, may be worth a man fen dollars ; 
I love fach a one with my heart. Ay, and will belp him 
to ’feape too, and I can; hear you me that: [ll have 
him in at all times ata month’s warning: Nay, fay [let 


es 
hefe 


him run like a fummer nag all the vacation: See you tne 


blanks, 
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Blanks, ‘Pll fend him but one of thefe bridles, and bring, 
him:in at Michaelmas with a vengeance ; nothing kills my 
heart, but when-one of ’em dies, fir ; then there’s no 
hope ‘of more money: Thad rather lofe at all times two of 
my beft kindred, than an excellent thief; for he’s a gen- 
tleman I’m more beholding to. 

Fra, You betray your myftery too much, fir. Yet no 
eomfort ? 

Mar. I am ready now, fignior. 
Flere are blank warrants as all difpofitions, give me bué 
the name and nature of your malefactor, and P’ll beftow 
him according to his merits. 

Fra. ‘This only is th’ excufe that bears me out, 
And keeps off impudence and fufpicion 
From my too frequent coming: What name now 
Shall L think on, aa not to wrong the houfe ? 
This coxcomb will be prating. One Attilio, 
His offence wilful murder. 

Mar, Wilful murder? Are you wilful? i faith I’ll be as: 
wilful as you then. 

Phil. Martino? [Philippa and Violetta ata windows. 

Mar, Miftrefs ? 

Phil, Make hafte, your mafter’s going. 

Mar. Pm but about a wilful marder forfooth ; I'll dif- 
patch that prefently. 

Phil. Good-morrow, fir. Oh that I durft fay more 

Fra, ’Tis gone again ;. fuch are all life’s pleafures, 
No fooner known but loft; he that enjoys "em 
The length of lif fe, has but a longer enh 
He wakes to this i a end, and lees all nothing. 


Phil.. He cannot fee me rae ; Ill mark him bettes 
Before | be too ra th Si ‘eetly compos’d he is; 
Now as he flands, he’s worth a woman’s lovey. 
That loves a ney = ape as moft of us do: 


as well as proper, 
He comes not in m y “He sake s elfe, and indeed 
I have thought upon a courfe to try his wit. V7olettias 
Viol. Mittrefs. 
Phil. Yonder’s the centleman again, 
“iol. Oh {weet miftref: $, 
Pray give me leave to fee him, 


Ei PRY. 
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Pil. Nay, take heed, 


whe 


ates ue eee 4 
Open not the win dow, an yn love me. 


his leave. Reach me. that 
quick, quick, wench, 
Mar. Nay,. look upon’t, and {pare not: every one canl- 
not get that k ind of warrant from me, fignior. Do you 
fee this prick 4’ th’ bottom, it betokens power and { (peed, 
$ a privy apie th; at runs between the conftables and my 
aie Thofe that cannot read, when they fee this, 
know “us for ae or murder ; ‘and this being aWaYs 
the warrant comes gelde ed, and infufficient. : 
Fra. Ithank you, fir. 
There’s for thy pains, mine suas go unrew rarded, | Exit. 
Mar. Well, go thy ways for the {weeteft ft cuftomer that 
ever penman was blefs’d with al: now will he come for 
another to-morrow again 5 if he hold on this courfe, he will 
leave never a knave i’ th’ town within this tachyeanchith : 
no matter » At fhall be rich enough by that time.. 


A + hes: 
Ph & - £¥ irti 30 ¢ 


letter bither 


es 


Mar. a you, forfooth ? 

Phil, What paper’s that the gentleman let fall there? 

Mar. Paper Tis the warrant, I h« Ope 5 if it be Pit 
hide it,. 2nd make him pay for’t again. No, pox; tis 


Phi / What i ist, firrah ? 

NA gy Ts nothing | Dut a lett ter, forfooth. 

hat nothing? 

thing in refpect of a warrant, miftrels. 

letter! why, 4 has been many, a mafi’s uf- 


w 
oe. 
nt) 
- 
~ 


P, iL A 
a oing, fir. 
Ma ». So has a warrant, an’ you go to that, mift tre(s, 


bil. Read but the fupe r{eription, and away. with't. 
Ala it may concern the gentleman nearly. 

Man. Why, Miftrefs, this letter is at home already. 

Fhil. Athome! how mean you, fir? 

Mar. You thal hear, miftrefs. To the defervingef?.of 
all her fex, and mof vorthy of his bef refpect and lowe, 
Philippa Brandino. 

Phil. How, fir, tome? 

Mar. To you, M ‘iftreds, 


Pail. 
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Phil. Run, as thou lov’{t my honour, and thy life 
Call him again, Pll not endure this injury : 
But ftay, flay now I think on’t, ’tis my credi 
I'll have your mafter’s counfel; ah, bafe fe! " 
To leave his loofe lines thus; ’tis even as mich, 
Asa poor honeft gentlewoman’s undoing, 
Had I not a grave wife man to my hufband : 
And thou a vigilan t varlet to admit 
Thou car’ft not whom 
Mar. Alas, ’tis my office, miftrefs. A man that has 
place muft take money of any body: pleafe you to throw 
me down but half a dollar, and Pil make you a warrant 
for him. 
Phil, Well, look you be clear now from this foul con- 
{piracy 
Againft mine honour; or your mafter’s love to you 
That makes yoRp au, fhall not maintain you here. (Exit. 
Mar. This is ftrange to me now 
Dare fhe do this, and but eight weeks to new- year’s tide? 


Phil If this ti a wrong to ainda reputation 
Be you the cenfurer, fir, that are the mafter 
Both of your fame and mine 
Bran. Signior Franci'fco? 
Il} make bim fly the land. 
Mar. That will be hard, fir ; . 
I think he be not fo well feathe er’d, mafter ; 
He has fpent the beft part of. his patrimony. 
Phil, Thou art his EMER NS: 
Bran. Vhere thou art bitter; 
And I muft chide thee now. 
Phil; What fhould I think, fir? 
He comes to your man for warrants, 
Bran. Vhere it goes then; 
Come hither, nave + Comes he to you for warrants # 
Mar, Why, wha Wig fir ? 
You know I give no ery to make cuckolds, 
That comes by fortune, apd D by nature, fir. 
Bran, True, that comes b y fortune, and by nature; 
Wife, why doft thou wron 9 this man? 
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Mar. Ue needs no warrant, mafter, that goes about 
a cuckold-maker carries always his warrant 


co 


fuch bufinels; 
about him. 

Bran. La! has he anfwer’d well now ? 

What caule haft thou to abufe him ? 

Phil. Hear me out, I pray: 

Through his admittance, he has had an opportunity 
To come into the houfe, and court me boldly. 

Bran. Sirrah, you're foul again, methinks. 

Mar. Who I, fir? 

Bran. You gave this man admittance into th’ Houfe. 

Mar, That’s true, fir, you never gave mé any order: 

yet 
To write my warrants in the ftreet. 

Bran. Why fare thou take’ft delight to wrong this fel- 
low, wife, becaufe I love him. 

Phil, See what he has left behind here: 

‘There’s few wives would do as I do. 
Bran. Nay, Vil fay that for thee, 

I ne’er found thee but honett. 

Phil. She’s a beatt 
That ever was found otherways. 

Bran. Read, Martino, 
Mine eyes are fore already, and fuch bufinefs 
Would put ’em out quite. 

Mar. {teads. } Fair, dear, and incomparable miftrefs,— 

Bran. Oh! every letter draws a tooth, methinks. 
Mar. And it leads mine to watering. 

Phil. Here’s no villany = 

Mar. My love being ‘fo violent, and the Opportunity fe 
yectous in your hufband’s abfence to-night, wi, as 1 un- 
derfland, takes a journey this morning. 

Bran. Ob plot of villany! 

Phil’ Am I honeft think you, fir? 

Bran. Exactly honeft, perfectly improved. On, on, 
Martino. 

Mar. [will make bolt 
has given me many @ repulfe, 
this long defired opportunity, 
ana ten this night. 

Bran. 1 feel this inns-a-court man ia my temples. 

Mar. Where if your affection be pleafed to receive me, 

yels 


1, dear miffrefs, though your chaftity 

to wait the fweet bleffings of 
‘agit 2 

at the back gate, between nine 
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you receive the faithfuleft that ever vow'd fervice to wo- 
man, —— Francifco. 

Bran. 1 will make Franc? fco {mart for’t. 

Phil, Shew him the letter, let him know you know 

him, 

That will torment him: all your other courfés 
Are nothing, fir, to that: that breaks his heart. 

Bran. The ftrings fhall not hold long then. ‘Come, 
Martino. 

Phil. Now if Francijco have any wit at all 


Qily 
He comtes at night; if not, he never fhall, [Exeunt. 


Scena II, 


Enter FRaNctsco, Ricarpo, and Artizio. 


Ric. Nay, mark, mark it, Francifeo: It was the na- 
turalleft curtefy that ever was ordained; a young gentleman 
being fpent, to have arich widow fet him up again: to 
fee how fortune has provided for all mortality’s ruins ; your 
college for your old ftanding {cholar, your hofpital for 
your lame creeping foldier, your bawd for your mangled 
rorer, your open houfe for your beggar, and your widow 
for your gentleman : ha, Francifeo! 

Fra, Ay, fir, you may be merry: you're in hope of a- 
rich widow. 

Kic. And why fhouldé not thou be in hope of another, 
if there were any {pirit in thee; thou art as likely a fel- 
low as any is in the company. T’ll be hane’d now if Ido 
not hit the true caufe of thy fadnefs, and confefs truly 
i'faith ; thou haft fome land unfold yet, I hold my life. 

Fra. Marry I hope fo, fir. 

Ric, A pox on’t, have I found it? slight, away with 
it with all fpeed, man, I was never merry at heart while 
I had a foot: why, man, fortune never minds us, till we 
are left alone to ourfelves: for what need fhe take care for 
them, that do nothing but take care for themfelves > 
Why, doft think if I had kept ray lands fill, I fhould ever 
have look’d after a rich widow? Alas, I fhould have mar- 


tied fome poor young maid, got five and twenty children, 
and undone myfelf, 
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Fra. I fhould not have the face to come to a rich wr 
dow with nothing. 

Ric. Why, art thou fo fimple as thou mak’ft thyfelf? 
Doft think faith I come to a rich widow with nothing? 

Fra. I mean with ftate not anfwerable to hers. 

Ric. Why there’s the fortune, man, that I talk’d on; 
She knows all this, and yet I am welcome to her. 

Fra, That’s ftrange, fir. 

Ric. Nay, more to pierce thy hard heart, and make 
thee fell thy land, if thou haft any-grace: fhe has, ’mongft 
others, two fubftantial fuitors ; 

One, in good time be’t {fpoke, I owe much money to, 
She knows this too, and yet I’m welcome to her, 

Nor dares the unconf{cionable rafcal trouble me; 

Sh’as told him thus, thofe that profefs love to her. 
Shall have the liberty to come and go, 

Or elfe get him gone firft. 

Fra. Why this is like a woman: I ha’ no luck in’t. 

Ric. And es at a fheriff’s table, Ovbleft cuftom! 
A poor indebted: gentleman may dine, 

Feed well, and without fear, and depart fo, 
So to her lips fearlefs I come and go. 

Fra. You may well boaft, you're much the happier man, 
fir. 

Ric. So you would be, an’ you would fell your land, fir. 

Fra. I have heard the circumftance of your {weet fortunes: 
Prithee give ear to my unlucky tale now. 

Ric. That’s an ill heating; but come on for once, fir. 
Fra. 1 never yet lov’d but-one woman. 
Ric. Right, I begun fo too; but I have loved-a thou- 
fand fince. 
Fra, Pray hear me, fir; but this is a man’s wife. 
Ric, So has five hundred of my thoufand been. 
Fra. Nay fee, and you'll regard me. 
Ric. No; you fee I do, 
I bring you an example in for every thing: 
Fra. This man’s wife. 
Ric, So you faid. 
Fra. Seems very ftrict: 
Ric., Hat ha! ha! 
Fra. Do you laugh at that? 
Ric. Seems very firict, you faid. 
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fra, But why fhould that make you laugh ? 

Ric, Becaufe fhe feems fo. 

Fra, Nay, fir, I think the is, 

Ric. You cannot tell then. 

ya. 1 dare not afk the queftion, I proteft, 
For fear of a repulfe, which yet not having, 
My mind’s the quieter, and I live in hope ftill. 

Ric. Not afk the queftion ? 

Fra, Methought ftill the frown’d, fir? 

Ric. Why that’s the canfe, fool, that the look’d {o 

fcurvily. 

Come, come, make me your woman, you'll ne’er do’t elfe, 
Pil {hew you her condition prefently 
I perceive you muft begin like a 
up at horfe-tail, before you get int 
the boldnefs to utter your mind to me now, being but in 
hofe and doublet? I think if I fhould put on a farthingale, 
thou would’ft never have the heart to do’t. 

fra, Perhaps I fhould not then for laughing at-you, fir. 

Ric. In the mean time, I fear I thall laugh at thee 
without one. 


Fra. Nay, you muft think, friend, I dare fpeak to a 
woman, 


Ric. You fhall pardon me for that, friend; I will not 
think it, till I fee’t, 

Fra, Why, you hall then: I fhall be glad to learn too, 
Of one fo deep as you are. : 

Ric. So you may, fir: now ’tis my beft courfe to look 
mildly, I fhall put him out at firtt elfe. 

Fra, A word, {weet lady. 

Kic. With me, fir: fay your pleafure. 

Fra, O Ricardo, 
Thou art too good to be a woman long. 

Ric. Do not find fault with this, for fear I prove 
Too fcornful, be content when youre well ufed, 

Fra. You fay well, fir. Lady, 

Ric. *Tis a good hearing, fir, 
Pil be hano’d. 

Fra. You play a fcornful woman, I perceive, Ricardo: 
You have not been ‘us’d to ’em : Why [ll come in at my 
_ pleafure with you: Alas, ’tis nothing for a man to talk, 


when 


young vaulter, and get 
o the faddie: have you 


I have lov’d you long, 
If he be not out now 
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when a woman gives way tot: one fhall feldom meet with 
a yi fo kind as thou play’dft her, 

. Not altogether, perhaps: he that draws their 
pictures muft flatter ° em a little, 

Fra. Come, come, I'll play the woman, that I’m us’d 

to, 
I fee you ne’er wore fhoe that pinch’d you yet. 
Ri . Say peu a; fir? 
y'll pis your ladythip “faith. Lady, well met. 

Fra, ‘I do not think fo, fir. 

. My widow never gave me {uch an anfwer; I'll te 
you a again, fir. 

Paireft of creatures, I do love thee infinitely 

ee There’s no body bids you, fir. 

Pox on thee, thou art the beaftlieft croffeft bag- 
gape oy at ever man met withal; but I’ll fee thee hanged, 
{weet lady, ere I be daunted with this. 

Fra. Hang thee, bafe fellow ! 

Ric, Nay, then have at your plumb-tree, faith, I’ll 

not be foil’d. 
Though you feem to be carelefs, madam, yet Ido, muft, 
and will love you. 

Fra, Sir, if you begin to be rude, I'll call my wo- 
man. 

Ric. What a peftilent quean’s this! I fhall have much 
ado with her, I fee that; tell. me, as you're a woman- 
lady, what ferve kiffes for, but to ftop all your mouths? 
‘a. Hold, hold, Ricardo. 
fic. Difgrace me, widow. 

Fra. Art mad! Pm Francijco! 

Att. Signior Ricardo, MPy: up. 

Ric. Who is’t? Francifeo! 

Fra. Framcifi, quotha ! What, are you mad, fir? 

Ric, A plague on thee! thou dott not know what j injury 
thou haft ahs me; I was i’th’ faireft dream. This is 
your way now, and you can follow it, 

Fra. ’Tisa flrange way, methinks. 

Ric. Lea you to play a woman not fo feornfully then ; 
For I am like the actor that you fpoke on, 

I muft have the part that overcomes the lady, 
T never like the play elfe.— Now your friendfhip, 
But to aflit a fubtle trick J ha’ thought on, 


bry 


And 


+ 
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And the rich widow’s mine within thefe three hours, 
Att. Fra. We thould be proud of that, fir. 
Ric. Lift to me then. 
Pil place you two, I can do it h andfomly 
I know the houle {0 well, to hear the conference 
’Twixt her and I, fhe’s a moft affable one, 
Her words wiil give advantage, and [ll urge ew 
To the kind proof, to catch her in a contradt, 
Then fhall you both ftep in as witneffes, 
And take her in the fhare. 
Fra. But do you love her? 
Ric. By this hand I do, 
Not for her wealth, but for her perfon, 
Fra, It fhall be done then. 
Ric, But ftay, flay, Francifco, 
Where fhall we meet with thee fome two hours hence, 
now ? 
Fra, Why, bark you, fir. [Whi foer. 
Ric. Enough, ee ind my life, 
Get me the widow, J ll get thee the wife. 
[Exennt i Ricardo and Aitiie 
fra, Oh that’s now with me paft hope; yet I mufi love 
her, 
I would I could not do it. 


Exter BRANDINO and Martino, 


Mar. Yonder’s the villain, mafte 
Bran, Francifco! 1am happy. 
Mar. a koth draw, mafler, for there’s no body 
with him, Stay, wy mafter 
Do not you draw til I be ready too, 
Let’s draw juft both togeth ‘and | keep ev’n. 
Bran. What, and we Hy d bin now before he faw us 
Mar. Mo, then he will hardly fee to read the letter, 
Bran. That's true: sood countel, marry. 
Mar. Marry, thus much, fir, 
You may kill him lawfully all the while he’s a reading on’t, 
as an anabaptift may lie with a brother’s wife all the while 
he’s afleep 
Save He turns: Come on, ie you, Francifco ; 
T lov’d your father well, but you're a villain | 
He lov’d me well-too; but yo a: emy wife, fir: 


it After 


I will fay, id fpite of thee, my wife’s honeft, 
I, my mi ftrefs. 

a. You vive you leave. 

>4an. Leave, or leave not, there, fhe defies you, fir ; 


Keep your -dulterous fheet to wind you in, 
> rt v4 rat 

Or co i ly LO rbidden ps arts at leaft, 

For fear you want one. 

WN: d tremble, fir. 


Mar. Now thall I do it, mafter ; T fee a piece of an 
open {eam in his fhirt, fhall J run him in there, for my 


{word has neer 2 point ? 
Pran. No, let him foam a wat 
7 , 6 fr “Wes : eo: ‘ae 
Mar. If your fword be no better than mine, we frall 


i 


i 

ht, we had need have a lanthorn, 
horns, he’s a flurdy letcher, 
s fly about my ears. 

Fra. I apprehend thee : admirable woman, 
Which to love beft I know not, t thy wit or beauty. 
Praag Now, fir, have you well view’d your baftard 

there? 
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\though. you fpeak in jeft, 


Fyr4i. £ U0e 5 } a 

I muft confefs, | fent your wile this letter, 

And often courted, tempted, and ure’d her. 
Bran. Did you fo, fir? 

Then firtt, before I kill thee, I forewarn thee my houfe. 
Y f , 
Mar. And I, before I kill thee bs ewarn thee my of- 

fice’, die to-morrow next; thou never gett warrrant of 


me more, for love or money. 

me 
Fra. Remen vain from whence I came, fir, 
J know you cannot think amifs. of me. 


sal 


And then 1 


> re re 5? 
Rran. How's thi 
if } . aft raaw or * : Se 
ar. Rae iey hear Kite it may grow to a peace: 
1 


Mee Ye RS Segre 
nafter, though we have carried the bufinels noaiy, 
er, thous 
) 


we are 2 n6t altooether fo valiant us we fhould be 
: NMS ts @ ; 5 =a, 3 3 
Bran, Peace, thou fay’ft true in that; what is’t you'd 


f | FS » 
not my father and you f\vorn brothers ? 


shai Wi ig. 8 Ble A 
ioht;) that’s it urges me. 
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Fra. And could you have a thought that I could wrong i 
you? = 
Brax. You took the courfe, fir. | 
. ° es 
Fra. To make you happy, if you rightly weigh’d it. 
You in years 


. . y M Se ~ le 

Married a young maid: what does the world judge, think 
you? 

Mar. By lady, mafter, knavifhly enough, I warrant 
Ou, 


I fhould do fo myfelf. 
Fra. Now to damp lander, 
And all her envious and fufpicious brood, 
IE made this friend! ly trial of her con ancy, 
Being fon to him you loved; that now confirm’d, 
I might ated my {word againft the world 
In her mot fair defenc e, which joys my fpirit. 
Mar. Oh, mafter, let me weep, while you embrace 
spi 
Bran, Francifeo, is thy father’s foul in thee? 
Lives he here “Hill ? give me thy h yand, 
Methinks it feels now like thy f father’s to me: 
Prithee forgive me. 
Mar. And me too, prithee. 
Bran. Come to my houfe, thy father never mifs’d it. 
Mar. Fetch now as many warrants as you pleale,’ fir, 
And welcome too, but bring Money. 
Fya. To fee mete {oon man’s goodne{s 
May be abufed. 
Bran. But now I know thy intent, 
Wel ‘Icome to all that I have. 
Sir, I take it: 
A sity fo given, hang him that would forfake it, [Exrt. 
Bran. Ma wtino, I applaud my fortune, and thy coun 


fel. 
Mar. You never have ill fortune when vou follow it. 
And now you may take you eh amet 
Bran, Thou art my glee, Martino. [Exennt, 


Ei His 


Yee MY 
Actus i]. Scaena I. 


Reuter VALERIA the widow and a Servant 


Anfwer him without me: Pil not fpeak with him. 

Ser. He in the nutmeg-colour’d band, forfooth. 

Val, Ay, that {piced coxcomb, fir Never may Imai 
If his right hipful idolatrous face 
Re not mot fearfully painted. I’m a woman, 
Yet { praife heaven, [never had the ambition 

‘fo ao about to mend a better workman, 
»yer {hames herfelf in the end that ao it. 

tle th es me not now, as heaven made me, 


{ will never hazard hell to do hima plea ature: 
likes that belt, that is itlelf, 


ih vw man LES : 

Not that whichonly feems, though it look fairer; 

leaven fend me one that loves me, an id 1 1 happy, 
ve 


G 

him, 
peak ail men fair, and saad {weet! 
I learn that oj rey rhe tis (heir own, 
‘Therefore injuftice "twere to keep it from ‘em 


y» 


Ente® RicaRDO. 


Rie And fo as I faid, fweet widow. 
Val. Do you begin where you left, fir? 


Ric. Lalways defire, 
‘4 the middle of a fentence, for rae prefume {he has a 


memory of a woman that ca 
i 


HorOre 


Val. Stay, ftay, Sir, let me look upon you well,. 


Ric. How, painted, widow t 
Vat Not painted widow, Ido not ufe it, tru me, 
; hat makes me love thee 


mean painte d Gentleman, 
+ ig there fach a fellow in the world, widow, 


e pleafed to talk on? 


FY. 


when [ come to a widow, to be n 


bad 


10t remember what @oe 


fir. 


Fal. 
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Val, Nay, here lately, fir. 


Ric. Here? Do but fhew him me, widow, and let me 
never hope for comfort, if 1 do not immediately geld 
him, and grind his face upon one of the ftones. 

Val, Suifices you have expreft me your love and valour, 
and manly hate again{ft that unmanly pride: but, fir, Pil 
fave you that labour, he never comes within my door 
again. 

Ric. Til love your door the better while I know’t, wi- 
dow; a pair of fuch brothers were fitter for pofts without 
door indeed, to make a fhew at a new-chofen magiftrate’s 
gate, than to be ufed in a woman’s chamber: no, fweet 
widow, having me, you’ve the truth of a man, all that 
you fee of me is full mine own, and what you fee, or not 
fee, fall be yours: I ever hated to be beholden to art, 
or to borrow any thing but money. 

Francileo and Attilio and unfeen. 

Val. True, and that you never ufe to pay again. 

Ric. What matter ist? if you be pleafed to do’t 
For me, I hold it as good. 

‘al. Oh, foft you, fir, I pray. 

Ric, Why, rfaith, you may an’ you will. 

Val. I know that, fir. 

Ric. Troth, and I would have my will-then, if I were 

as you, 
There’s few women elfe but has. 

Val. But fice 1 cannot have it in all, fignior, I care 
not to have it in any thing. 

Rie. Why, you may have it in all, an’ you will, wi- 
dow. 

Val. Pith, 1 would have one that loves me for myfelf, 

fir, 
Not for my wealth: and that I cannot haye. 

Ric. What fay you to him that does the thin 
for? 

Val. Why here’s my hand, I'll marry none but hin 
then, 

Ric. Your hand and faith, 

Val. My hand and faith, 

Rie. °Tis I then. 

Val. \thall be glad on’t, troftme; “threw-my heart elf. 

Ric, A mateb, f 


; EH 
you Wit 


CQ 
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Enter Franeifco aud Attilio. 


Fra, Give you joy, {weet widow. 


4rt. Joy to you both. 


> l Ser } cate Lartin 7 ha *Y b 
Ric. Nay, there’s no flarting now; I have you faft; 


widow, 
You’re witnefs, gentlemen. 
} as we We'll be depofed on’t. 
Val. I betray’d to this then? then I fee 


Tis for my wealth; a wo man’s wealth’s her traitor. 
Ric. ’Tis for love chiefly, I proteft, {weet widow, 
T count wealth but a fiddle le 46 make us merry. 
Val. Hence. 
Ric. Why, thou'rt mine. 
Val 1 do renounce it utterly. 
Ric. Have ] not hand and faith ? 
Val, Sir, take your courfe. 
Ric, With all my heart; ten courfes an’ you will, 


vi Ve 

Val, Sir, fir, I’m not fo gamefome as you think .me, 
(7|] ftand you out by law 

Ric. By law! O cruel, n ercilefs woman ! 
lo talk of and know I have no money. 


es I will confume myfelf to the lat amp, 
ore theu gett! *{t me. 

oe Life, I'll be as wiltu 
‘ers in Chriftendom, but I 


Tiers 


| then too: Pil rob all the 
ca ‘Il have thee, and find my 
la wyer's money : 
I {corn to get thee und ler forma pour is, 
} have too proud a heart, and love tl 

Val. As for you, gentlemen, }} 


hee better. 
| take courfe againk 


you ; 
You came into my houfe without my leave 5 
Your practices arte cunning and deceitful ; 
I know you not, and I hope law will right me. 


Ric. It is faficient that your hufband knows ’em, 

s not your bufinefs to know every Man, 

An honeft wife contents herfelt with one. 

] You k now W hat you 1 fhall trutt te, pays depart, fir, 


infederates along with you, 


sry; 
4 


Wy its 

And take your rude ct 
Or 1 will (end for thofe thall toree your abfence: 
I’m 
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Vm glad I found your purpofe out fo foon. 

Ric. Lofe thee? by this hand Ill fee fifteen Counfellors 
firft, though I undo a hundred poor men for ’em, and I'll 
make *em ‘yaul one another deaf, but I'll have thee. 

Val. Me? 

Ric. Thee. 

Val, Ay, fret thy heart out. [Exit Ricardo, 

Fra. Werel he now, 

I'd fee thee ftarve for man before I had thee. 

Val, Pray counfel him to that, fir, and I'll pay you 

well. 

Fra. Pay me? pay be next hufband. 

Val. Do not feorn it, gallant: a worfe woman than I 
Has paid a better man than you. [Eweunt Att. and Fra, 


Enter Mucx worm and GriPvs. 


Muck. Why how now, {weet widow ? 
Val; Oh kind gentlemen, 

I’m fo abufed here. 
Ambo. Abuled! 

Val, What will you do, firs? put up your weapons, 

Grip. Nay, they’re not fo eafily ‘drawn, that I muft 
tell you, mine has not been out thefe three years; marry, 
in your caufe, widow, ’twould not be long a drawi ing, 
Abufed! by whom, widow? 

Val. Nay, by a beggar. 

Grip. A beggar! Pl iT have him whipt then, and fent to 
the houfe of correCtion. 

Val. Ricardo, fir. 

Grip. Ricardo! nay, by the mafs, he’s a gentleman 
beggar, he’ll be hang’d before he be whi ipt. Why, 
you'll give me leave to clay > him up, I hope? oA 

Val. *Tis too good for Fics 
He placed two of his companions privately, 
Unknown to me, on purpofe to entrap me 
in my kind anfwers, and at laft ftole from me, 
That which I fear will put me to {ome trouble, 
A kind of verbal curtefy, which his witneffes, 
And he forfooth, call by the name of contiack: 

Muck. O politic villain! 

Val. But Vm refolved, gen itlemen, 
If the whole power of my eftate can caft him, 
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He never fhall obtain me. 
Grip. Hold you there, widow. 
Well fare your heart for that, i’faith. 
Muck. Stay, flay, fay, 
You broke no gold between you ? 
Val We broke nothing, fir. 
Muck. Nor drunk to one another 
Val. Not a drop, fir. 
Muck. You're ture of this you fpeak 2 
Val. Mot certain, fir. 
Muck. Be of good comfort, wench, I'll undertake theny 
At mine own charge, to overthrow him for thee. 
Val. O do but that, fir, and you bind me to you, 
Here fhall I try your goodnefs. I’m but a woman, 
And, alas, ignorant in law bufineffes, 
[ll bear the charge moft willingly. 
Muck. Not a penny, 
Thy love will reward me. 
Val. And where love muft be, 
It is all but one purfe now I think on'’t. 
Muck. All comes to one, fweet widow. 
Grip. Are you fo forward? 


4 
Adueck. 1 know his mates, Attilio-and Lranci feo; 


Y'll get out procefs, and. attach ‘em all, 
We'll begin firft with them. 

Val. V like that firangel 
I have a daughter run away, I thank her, 


Pe) 


Mucr. 
T'll be a {courge to all youth for her fake: 
Some of ’em has got her up. 
Val. Your daugater! what, fit, Martia ¢ 
Muck. Ay, a hake wed her. 
I would have married her to a wealthy gentleman 
No older than my(elf. 
Val. It was too happy for her. 
Muck. I’m of thy mind. 
Farewell, fweet widow, I'll about this flrait, 
Tl] have ’em all three put into one writ, 


- 7 
= 
Le 
ns “<5 


Val low [love your providence. [Bait Muckworm, 
7 mad 3 \ Th a ‘ . 
Gripe Is my nofe bore’d? Ill crois ye both for this, 


' 
Although it coft me as much o’ th’ oiber fide, 
jough, and I will have my bumour. 


1 may 
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I may get out of her what may undo her too; 
Hark you, {weet widow, you muft now take heed 
You be of a fure ground, he’ll overthrow you elfe. 

Val. Marry, fair hope forbid. 

Grip. That will he: marry let me fee, let me fee: 
pray how far paft it between you and Ricardo? 

Val. Farther, fir, 
Than I would now it had, but I hope well yet. 

Grip. Pray let me hear it: I’ve a fhrewd guefs o” th’ 
iaw, 

Val. Faith, fir, I rafhly gave my hand and faith 
‘To marry none but him. ' 

Grip. Indeed? 

Val. Ay, truft me, fir. 

Grip. Pm very glad on’t, Pm another witnes, 
And he fhall have you now. 

Val, What {aid you, fir? 

Grip. He thail not want money in an honeft caufe 

dow, 

X know I have enough, and I will have my humour 

Val. Are all the world betrayers? 

Grip. Pifh, pifh, widow ; 
You've borne me in hand this three months, and now fsb’d 

me. 

I have enough, and I will bave my humour. 

Val. This only fhews your malice to me, fir; 
The world knows you have {mall reafon to help him, 
So much in your debt already. 

Grip.. Therefore I do’t , 
J have no way but that to help myéelf; 
‘Though | lofe you, I will not lofe all, widow; 
He marrying you, as } will follow’t for him, 
Pil make you pay his debts, or lie without him. 

Val. 1 \ook’d for this from you. [Exit. 

Grip. I have not deceived you then: | 
Fret, vex, and chafe, I’m obftinate where I take. ! 
Tl] feek him out, and chear him up againft her , >) Be 
I have no charge at all, no-child of mine own, iN 
But two I got once of a fcowring woman, | 
And they're both well provided for, they’re i’ th” hofpital. f 
} have twice ten thouland pound to bury me, and I will i 
have my humour, | 


5) Wis 
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Sceena If, 


Enter FRANCISCO. 


Fra. A man muft have a time to ferve his pleafure, 
As Sa as his friend. I’m forced to fteal from ’em. 
W hat fays her amiable witty letter here ? 

Twixt © nine and ten, now “tis *twixt fix and feven, 
Sun {ets at eight, it’s abeve an hour high yet. 


Enter Mucxworm with Officers. 


Muck. Here’s one of ’em, begin with him firft, offi- 
cers. 
Officer. By vertue of this writ we attach your body, 


fir. 
Fra, My body! ’life, for MAT 
Muck. Hold hist ft, 
Officer. The leatt of us can do’t, now his fword’s off 

fir, 

We have a trick of hanging upon gentlemen, 

We never lofe a man. 
Fra, O treacherous fortune! 

Why, what’ s th ec caule 2 


i 


2 


I a 9c you know m ne 
Fra, For a bufie old c oxcomb, I take it. 
Muck. Oh you’re m sd, fir; 
Simple though you make me, I ftand for the widow. 
Fra. She's fimply flood for then: what’s this to me, fir, 
Or fhe, or you, or any of tl flefh-hooks? 
Muck. You're tike to find good bail before you leave us, 
Or lie till the fuit Sey ts 
Fafae vee sd rahi 
Muck. I'm put in trutt to follow’t, and Pil do’t with a 
feverit 
Build i ooh that, fir. 


Enter RICe RAY and ATTIL10O; 


Ric. Look, here’s mci feo. 
‘Will you believe ret now vain fee his qualities ? 
Att. “Lis ftrange to me. 


> 
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Ric. I tell you ’tis his fathion, 
Ile never ftole away in’s life from me, 
But ftll T found him in fach {curvy company ; 
A pox on thee, Francifco, wilt never leave thy old 
Tricks, are thefe loufy Companions for thee? 

fra. Pith, pith, pith. 

Muck. Here they be all three now: ’prehend ’em, 
officers. 

Ric. What's this? 

Fra. I gave you warning enough to make away, 

I’m in for the widow’s bufinefs, fo are you now. 

Ric, What, all three in a noofe? this is like a widow's 
buifinefs, indeed. 

Muck. She has catch’d you, gentlemen, as you catch’d 

her. 

The widow means now to begin with you, fir. 

Ric. 1 thank her heartily, fhe has taught me wit: for 
had I been any but an afs, I fhould have begun with her: 
by this light, the widow’s a notable houfe-wife, the beftirs 
herfelf, Ihave a greater mind to her now than e’er I had: 
1 cannot go to prifon for one I love better, I proteft, 
that’s one good comfort, 

And what are you, I pray, fir, for a coxcomb? 
Muck. It feems you know me by your anger, fir 
Ric. Pve a near guefs at you, fir. 

Muck. Guefs what you pleafe, fir, 

Pm he ordain’d to trounce you, and, indeed, 

I am the man muft carry her. 

Ric. Ay, to me. 

But Pll {wear fhe’s a beaft an’ the carry thee. 

Muck Come, where’s your bail, fir, quickly, or away. 

Ric, Let’s bail one another, for, by thishend, I donot 
know who will elfe. [Enter-Gripus.] ’Odds 'light is he 
come too? I’m in for midnight then, I fhall never find 
the way out again: Pm like to dye 1th’ hole now, or live 
by robbing the tk 
Muck: We h:z 

a 


orifon bafket. 
4 
Now you m 


e 


fe 
ive him faft, old fignior, and his conforts, 
y lay action on action on him, 

t 


rip. That may I fir, faith. 

4 And Ill not fpare him, fir. 
Grip. Know you me, officers? 
Off 
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Ric, I know the rafcal fo well, I dare not look upon him. 
Grip. Upon my worth deliver me that gentleman. 
Fra, Which gentleman? 
Grip. Not yeas fir, you're too hafty ; 
No, nor you neither, fir, pray ftay your time. 
Ric. There’s all but I now, and I dare not think he 
means me 
Grip. Deliver me Ricardo. 
Ri hi O fure he lie Sy 
Or elfe I do not hear well. 
Officer Signior Ricardo. 
Ric. Well, what’s the matter? 
I Officer. You may go, who let’s you? 
Officer. It 1s his worthip’ 5 pleafure, fir, to bail you. 
Rix j Bail me ? 
Grip. Iwill, I, fir, look in my face, man, 
Thou’ft a sod caufe, thou’lt pay me when thou’ rt able? 
Ric. Ay, every penny, as lama gentle man. 
Grip. ». No matier, if thou doft not, then I'll make thee, 
And that’s as good at all times. 
Muck. But if pray, fir, 
You go agat inft the hair there. 
Grip. Againtt the widow you mean, fir: 
Why, ’tis my purpol fe truly, and againft you too: 
1 faw your polit ck combinatio n, 
1 was ie uft out between you: here ftands one 
Shall do as much for you; 
His cat ane is firong and fair, nor fhall he want 
hte, or means, or friends, but he fhall have her, 
Ive enough, and | will have my humour. 
Muck. Hang the hi I have a purfe as good as thine, 
Ric. ‘Heart, an’ J take you railin gat my patron, fir, 
Vil cramp your joints 
Grip. Let him alone, fweet honey, 
2 hank < thee for thy love th rough, 
This 1s w aR: 
Fra. Oh Ricardo, 
"Tis feven, ftruck in my pocket: I lofé time now. 
Ric. What fay’ft, akesind 


Fra. j te’ mi: vhty buf ne {s, ms 
That I ne'er thought on: eet me bail’d, Pm fpoil'd 


ror] 


At 
edie, 


fappointment. 25 


Ric. Why you know, ’tis fuch a ftrange miraculous cur- 
tely, 
¥ dara th forwar to afk more f hi 
i dare not be too forward, to afk more of him, 
For fear he repent this, nee j turn me in again, 
fva. Do fomewhat an’ you love me. 
Ric. I'll make trial, ’faith : 


Mlay’t pleafe you, fir, 
Orie What fay’ ft, Ricardo ? 
Ric. Only a thing by the way, fit, 
Ufe your own pleature, 

Grip. That I like well from yeti 
Rie. "Twere good eae two gentlemen'were bail’d too 


~“? 
The y're both my wWitne fies. 
Grip oieg re well, they’re well: 
An’ they were bail’d, we know hot where to find ’em, 


Let ’em He to prifon, they’ ll be forth-coming the better 
1 have enoug gh, and I will have my hume 
Rie. I knew there was no more eee to ye done upon 


oS UU 
him. 
ag . What plaguy ee had I to be enfnared thus? 
Pox 0 n-your comfortable js gnoraice. 
Enter BRANDINO and Martino. 


Bran. Martine, we ride flow. 
far. But we ride fure, fir, 
Your hafty riders often come fhort home, mafter. 
Bran. ’Blefs this fair company. 
Fra. Here he is again too, 
I am both fhamed and cro&'d, 
Bran. See’ft thou who’s yonder, Martino 2 
Mar We ride flo Ws 1 be 1W af 
oer Hox W now, Feraci fi ICO, 
Ira. Yes, thank my fortune, 
Bran. What now! in hold: > 
Ric. Your worthip, fir, may do a good deed to bail » 
him, 


? 


pinta oe not you do’t 


Mar. La you, fir, now, my ate has that hone? Ly, 
f [ co Pv00d ae from Ou tee r. 


we: Ree 1 
1y I cannot, elle vn would, fir, 


er Ce Weenies 
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If he fhould be wrought to bail me now to go to his wife 
*twere happinefs beyond expreffion. vi : 
Bran. A matter but of controverfy. 
Ric. That's all, truft me, fir. 
Bran. Francifco fhall ne’er lie for’t ; he’s my friend, 
And I will bail bim. : 
Mar. He’s your fecret friend, mafter ; 
Think upon that. 
Bran. Give him his liberty, officers ; 
Upon my peril, he fhall be forth-coming. 
Fra. How I am bound to you? 
Muck. Know you whom you crofs, fir? 
°Tis at your Gifter’s fuit, be well advifed, fir. 
Bran. How, at my fifter’s fuit? take him again them 
Fra. Why, fir, do you refufe me? 
Bran. Vil not hear thee. 
Ric. This is unkindly done, fir. 
Muck. ? Tis wifely done, fir. 
Grip. Well thot, foul malice. 
Muck. Flattery ftinks worfe, fir. 
Ric. You'll never leave till I make you ftink as had, fir. 
Fra. Oh Martino, have I this for my late kindnefs? 
Mar. Alas poor gentleman, doft complain to me? 
Thou fhalt not fare the worte for’t: hark you, mafter, 
Your fitter’s fuit {aid you? > 
Bran. Ay, fir, my wife’s fitter. 
Mar. And fhall that daunt you, mafter? think. again. 
Why were’t your mother’s fuit, your mother’s fuit, 
Mark what I fay, the deareft {uit of all fuits, 
You're bound in con{cience, fir, to bail this gentieman. 
Bran. Yea, am I fo, how prove’ft thou that, Martino? 
Mar. Have you forgot fo foon what he did lately? 
Has he not try’d your wife to your hand, matter? 
And can you do too much for fuch a man? 
Shall it be faid I ferve an ungrateful matter ? 
Bran. Never, Martino, | will bail him now, 
An’ ’twere at my wife’s fuit. 
Fra. ’Tis like to be {o. 
Mar. AndIhis friend, to follow your example, mafter. 


Fra. Precious Martino. 
Muck. You've dene wondrous well, fir. 


Your fifter fhall give you thanks. 
Ric. 
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This makes him mad, fir. 

Grip. We'll follow’t now to the proof. 

Muck. Foilow your humour out, 
The widow fhall find friends, 

Grip. And fo fhall he, fir, 
Money and means, 

Ric, Hear you me that, old huddle. 

Grip. Mind ] him not, follow me, and Il] fupply thee, 
Thou thalt give all thy lawyers double fees, 


Ive bury’d money enough to bury me, 
And I will have my humour. Exié. 
Bran. Fare thee well once again, my dear Francijco, 

I pri ithee ufe my houte. 
Franz It is my purpote fr, 
Bran, Nay, you mutt do’t then; though I’m old, I’m 
free. (Exit. 
Mar, Andwhen you want a warrant come to me. | Exit. 
Fra, That willbe fhortly now, within thefe few hours. 
This fell out ftrangely happy. . Now to horfe, 
I thall be nighted ; but an hour or tw 
Never breaks {quare i in love; ke comes in time 
That comes at all; abfence is all love’s crime [Exit 


Finis Adus Jfecunds. 


Actus III. Sczena I. 


Enter Occutto, Sitvio, and twe or three other 
Thieves. 


se: | Oe, ee Sie let’s watch th’ event on yonde® 


If he need help, we can relieve him fuddenly. 
Sil. Ay, and with fafety too, the hill being watch’d, 
Occ. Come, come away then. [Exeunt. 
Enter Larrocinio finging, and ANSALDO. 
La. [fings.] Kuck Ake, and kuck behind, &c. 
Anf. Troth you’re the merrieft, and del iohtfullet com- 
pany, fir; ; 
That ever oon yeller was bleft withal, 
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I praife my fortune that I Laie it you, fir. 
La. Pith, I’ve a hundred of ’em. 
Anf. And believe ie fir, 
1’m infinitely taken with fach things. 
La, I fee there’s my ii in you, you kept time me- 
thought 
Pretty and handfomly with your little hand there. 
Anf. | t only fhews de fire, but troth no fkill, fir. 
La. We 1, while our horfes walk down yonder hill, fir, 
Pil have ai nother for yeu 
Anf. It rids way pleafantly. 
La Let me fee now : one confounds another, fir, 
You’ve heard this certa inly, Come, my dainty doxies, ~ 
Anf, Oh, that’s all the country over, fir, 
There’s fearce a gentlewoman but has that prick’d. 


La. Well, here comes one Pm fure you never heard 


Song. 

F keep my borfe, I keep ss whore, 
I take no rents, yet am not poor ; 
I traver fe all the land about, 
And yet was born ta never a foot. 
With partridge plump, ith woodcock fine 
€ do at midnight often dine ; 

1 if my whore be not in cafe, 
oh bo fiefs’ daughter has ber place. 
The Me aids fit up a 1d watch their turns, 
fifi ay long the tap/ter mourns 
The cook maid bas no mind to fi, 
Though tempted by the chamberlain: 
But when I knock, oh how they buftle, 
The o/ file r yawns, the geldings ju file. 
If mai 1 but fleep. of how they curfe her! 
And all this comes of, Deliver your f ourfe, fir. 


Anf. How, fir? 
Few words 
pry 
hi 
Anf. You're not that kind o 
aS fing me out of my money 
Tis moft fit 
Art ‘anata be rewarded: you mufi pay you 


quickly come, deliver your purfe, 


rentieman, I hope, fir, 


r raufick, fir, 
Where’er 
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Where’er you come. 

Anf, But not at your own carving. 

La. Nor am I common in’t: come, come, your purf 

fir. 
Anf. 8 ay it fhould prove the undoing of a gentleman? 
La. Why, fir, do you look for more conicience in us 

than in ufurers? young gentleman, you’ve {mall reafon 
for that, i’faith. 

Anf. There ’tis, and all I have; and fo truth comfort 

me, 

All I know where to have. 

La, Sir, that’s not written 
In my belief yet; fearch, tis a fine ev pena a, 
Your horfe can take no harm: f£ mutt ha rite fir, 

Anf. May my hopes perifh, if you have not oe fir, 
And more [ know than your compe ioe cha 
Would | keep from me, if yon but fel my Date 

La, Search, and that fpeedily: if I tak e you in hand, 
You'll find me rough ; methinks men : houl Id be ruled 
When they’re fo kindly {poke to, fyet ; 

Anf. Good fortune and my wit af nit 
A thing I took in hatte, and never thou 
Look, fir, I’ve fearch’d, here’s all i tJ 
And you're fo covetous, you will hav 
And I’m content you apa being kindly i 

La. A pox o that ung devil of a { 
at raid many a tall thief from a rich purchat 
Af. This and my money, fir, keeps company ; 
her he upiben shan 3 aflure your foul 


a 


Out 


you, fir. 


1 - Fe 
er’s ‘box, an’ you rob me, fir, 


There ’ {is again. 
L knew tC woul ne 
1 


rob a ae: brother ; 


iis againtt t nature th at, ee 12Ds 
Was one, ile or your yas e; 
1e {mall means was leff you 


| c 

y re We eee Pa i ] 

Go, keep you {till before me, anc 
A 


To pats away the time to the next town 
I charge you, fir, fing all your fones fc Ly 
Ob horrible punifhment ! ——- A. jong | 


; 
4 
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Enter STRATIO. 


Stra. Honeft gentleman. 
Auf. How now, what art thou? 
Stra. Stand you in need of help? 
I made all hafte I could, my mafter charged me; 
A knight of worfhip; he faw you firtt affaulted 
From top of yonder hill. 
Anf, Thanks, honeft friend. 
La. I tafte this trick already. 
Stra, Look, he’s gone, fir, 
Shall he be ftop’d; what is he ? 
Anf. Let him go, fir, 
He can rejoice in nothing, that’s the comfort. 
Stra. You have your purfe ftill then? 
Anf. Ay, thanks fair fortune, 
And this grim handful. 
Stra. We were all fo *fraid of you, 
How my good lady cry’d, O help the gentleman, 
Tis a good woman that: but you're too mild, fir, 
You fhould have mark’d him for a villain, faith, 
Before he had gone, having fo found a means too. 
Anf. Why there’s the jeft, man; he had once my 


Re 
rm 
3 
“e 
\e 


purfe. 

Stra. Oh villain, would you let him *fcape unmaffa- 
cred? 

Anf. Nay, hear me, fir, I made him yield it ftraight 
again, 


And fo hope blefs me, with an uncharged piftol. 
Stra. >Lroth I fhould laugh at that. 
Anf. It was difcharged, fir, 
Before I meddled with’t. 
Stra. I'm glad to hear tt. 
Anf. Why how now, what's your will? 
Sira. Ho, Latrocinio, Occulto, Silvio. 
Enter LATROCINIO, and the ref, OCCULT; SILVIO, 
Fipucio. 


La. What, are you caught, fir? 


Stra. The piel cannot {peak. 
Anf. You've found out ways too mercilefs to betray, 


Under the veil of friend{hip and of charity. 
La. 
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La. Away, firs, bear him in to the next cops, and 
ftrip him. 

Stra. Brandino’s cops, the juftice? 

La. Bett of all, fir, a man of law: 

A {pider lies unfufpected in the corner of a buckram bag, 

man. 

Anf. What feek you, firs? take. all, and ufe no cruelty. 

La. You fhall have fongs enough. 


. Song. 


How round the world goes, and every thing that’s in it, 

The tides of gold and pilver-ebb and flow in a minute : 

From the ufurer vo his fons, there a current fviftly rans ; 

From the fons to queans in chief, from the gatlant to the 

thief, 

From the thief unto his hoft, from the hoft to hifbanamen 5 

From the country ta the court, and fo it comes to us agnin. 
How round the world goes, and every thing that’s in it, 
The tides of gold and filver ebb and flow in a min 


1 


. 
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Enter Puoirippa and VioLETTA above at the window, 


Phil. What time of night is’t? 
Viol. Time of night do you call’t? 
It’s fo late ’tis almoft early, miftrefs. 
Phil. Fye on him, there’s no looking for him then ; 
Why fure this gentleman apprehends me not. 
Viol, ’Tis happy then you’re rid of fuch a fool, mif- 
trefs. 
Phil. Nay, fare, wench, if he find me not out in this, 
Which were a beaten path to any wifeman, 
Vl never truft him with my reputation ; 
Therefore 1 made this trial of his wit, 
If he cannot conceive what’s good for himfelt, 
He will worfe underftand what’s good for me. 
Viol. But fuppofe, miftrefs, as it may be likely, 
He never {aw your letter? 
Phil. How thou plieft me 
With fuppofitions: why, I tell thee, wench, 
*Tis equally as impoffible for my hufband _ 
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To keep it from him, as to be Jong again. 
Viol. There’s no rem dy the 
I muft conclude J anci feo is an ny 
Phil, 1 would my letter, wench, were here again, 
Come, girl, we. will, and mnft forget him. 
Come, let’s in, and fing ourfelves to fleep. <## 
Viol. Were I thus baulk’d, I fhould be apt to weep. 
| Exeunt 
Enter ANSALDO in bis fhirt. 
“em I Be got whe elf unbound: mercilefs villains !— 
Ease y fins: That jitie in yonder window, 
hat was sian only co mfort in the w. ids, 
Which oft the saan | of a leaf would lofe me, 


6 knock will %; bas bold ; Til to the € ga te, 
And liften if Ican hear any flirring. 
Enter FRANCISCO. 
Fra, Was ever igh fo athe | > 
Thefe wenching bufineffes are ftrange unlucky things ; 
No mar’! fo ma wii die ere thirty : 


Firft arrefted 


j 
That fet me back two mangey hours at leaft: 


But here, within a mile 0’ th’ town forfooth, 
Lo light upon a roguy fi flight of thieves ; 
But one of my dear ratcals | patined {o, 


he gaol has | him, and he fhall bring ot at his fellows : 
Had ever young man’s love fuch crooked fortune ? 
I'm glad I’m fo near yet ; the His geon bad me too 
Have a great care; { thall never think of that now. 
Any. One of the thieves come back again? I'll ftand 
clofe ; 

He dares not wrong me now, fo near the houfe. 

Fra. ’Life! w hat thoi that be ? a prodigious thing 
Stands jut as I fhould enter, in that fhape too 
Which always appears cai 
Whate’er it be, at is made {trong againft me 
By my ill purp For ’tis man’s own fin 

That puts on armour upon 4 ll his e€ 
Why may’t not be the {pirit of my father 
That lov’d this man fo well, whom I make hafte 


Now 
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w to abufe? And I have been crofs’d about it 
Meo ft fearfully hitherto, if I well think on’t; 
od death but lately too, nay, moft Aaa culoutly. 
Wi eA delight has man 
Now at this prefent, for his pleafant fin 
OF yefterday’s committing ? alas, *tis vanifh’d, 
And nothing but the Ring remains within him. 
The kind man bail’d me too ; I will not do’t now 
An’ ’twere but only that: how bleft were man, 
Might he but have his end appear ftill to him, 
That he might read his actions in th’ event? 
Light, and the lighter miftrefs, both farewell. 
He keeps his promife beft that breaks with hell.  [Ex/r. 
Anf. He’s gone to call the reft, and makes all fpeed, 
Pil knock whate’er befalls, to pleat e my fears, 
For no compafiion can be lefs than theirs. 
[Knocks at the gate. 


Enter VIOLETTA. 


Viol, Oh, youre a {weet gallant, this post hour? 
Give me your hand; come, ‘Come, fir, follow me, 
Vl bring you to light prefently : foftly, foftl y, fir. [Exeunt. 


Enter VIOLETTA meeting PHILIPPA. 
Viel, Oh miftrefs, miftrefs ! 


Phil. How now, what’s the news? 
Viol. Oh, I was out of my wits for a minute and a 
half, 
hb: Hah! 
isp 1 | They are {earce fettled yet, miftrefs. 
bil What’s the matter? 
tof. Do you afk that feri only 2 ? 
Did you not hear me {queak ? 
P an How ? fure thou’rt out of thy wits, indeed. 
Viol. Oh, I’m well now 
To what Iwas, miftrefs. 
Phil Why, where’s the gentleman ? 
Viol. The gentleman’s ferthi coming, and a lovely one, 
ay not Franci feo. 
"hil, What fay’? not Francifco! 
Vist Pifh, he’s a coxcomb, think not on him, miftrefs 


Phil, What's all this? 
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Viol. ve often heard you fay, you'd rather have 
A wife man in his fhirt than a fool] feather’d, 
And now fortune has fent you one, a {weet young gentle- 
man, 
Robb’d ev’n to nothing, but what firft he brougl 
him into the world. 
The flaves had fiript him to the very fhirt, miftrefs, 
I think it was.a fhirt, I know not well, 
For gallants wear both now-a-days. 
Phil. This is ftrange. , 
Viol. But for a face, a hand, and as much fkin 
As I durft look upon, he’s a moft fweat one: 
I could not but in pity to the poor gentleman, 
Fetch him down one of my old matter’s fuits. 
Phil, Twas charitably done. 
Viel. Sweet youth, I'll be fworm, miftrefs, he’s the 
lovelicft, 
Propereft young gentleman, and fo you'll fay yourfelf, 
If my mafter’s cloaths do not {poil him, that’s all the fear 


now. 
Phil. Go, prithee fetch him in whom thou commend’ft 
fo [Exit Violetta. 


Since fortune fends him, furely we'll make much of him 5 
And*‘better he deferves our love and welcome 

Than the refpectlefs fellow ’twas prepared for ; 

Yet if he pleafe mine eye never fo happily, 

I will have trial of his wit and faith 

Before I make him partner with my honour. 

A diftre& man’s flatteries 

Are like vows made in drink, or bonds in prifon, 
There’s poor affurance in "em. 


a 
> 


Enter ANSALDO and VIOLETTA. 


’Mafs, here he comes, 
Anf. Never was ftar-crofs’d gentleman 
More happy in a courteous virgin’s love, 
Than Tin your's. 
Viol. I'm forry they’re no better for you, 
¥ wifh’d °em handfomer, and more in fafhion, 
But truly, fir, our houfe affords it not: 
There’s a fuit of our clerk’s hangs i’ th’ garret, 
But that’s far worfe than this, if I may judge Rein 
1 
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With modefty of men’s matters. 
Anf. 1 deferve not 
‘his, dear and kind gentlewoman. 
Is that lady your miftrefs? 
Phil. Why traft me, here’s my, hufband young again, 
It is no fin to weicome you, fweet gentleman. 
Anf. 1 am {fo much indebted, courteous lady, 
To the unmatch’d charity of your houfe 
My thanks are fuch poor things they would but fhame 
me. 
Phil. Befhtrew thy heart for bringing o° him: I fear 
me 
I have found wit enough already in him. 
Viol. Nay, miftrefs, what would he be were he in 
fafhion, 
A hempen curfe on thofe that put him out on’t, 
That now appears fo handfome and fo comely in clothes, 
Able to make a man an unbeliever, 
And good for nothing but for fhift or fo? 
Phil. Tam forry, gentle fir, we cannot fhew you 
A curtefy, in ali points anfwerable 
To your undoubted worth: your name I crave, fir. 
Auf. Anfaldo, lady. 
Phil. *Tis a noble name, fir. 
Pleafe you, fir, to take a {mall repaft, 
For fure I think you were unluckily prevented of your 
fupper, fir. 
Anf, My fortune makes me more than amends, lady, 
Tn your {weet kindnefs, which fo nobly fhewn to me, 
Tt makes me bold to fpeak my occafions to you: 
T am this morning to meet a friend 
Upon my flates eftablifhing, and the place 
'Ten miles from hence: I am forced unwillingly 
To crave your leave for’t, which done, I return 
Iu fervice plentiful. 
Phil. Ist fo important ? 
Anf. If 1 fhould fail, as much es my undoing. 
Phil, I think too well of you to undo you, fir, 
Upon this {mall acquaintance, 
Anf. My great happinels. 
Pail, But when fhould I be fire of you here again, fir? 
Hnf. As faft as {peed can poflibly return me. 
Phil, 
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Phil. You will not fail? 
Anf, May never with’ go well with me then. 
Phil. There’s to bear your charges, fir. [gives a Purfe.| 
Anf. Curtefy dwells in you. 
[ brought my horfe up with me from the woods, 
That’s all the good they left me, ’gainft their wills too. 
{ay your kind breaft never want comfort, lady, 
ut fill fupply’d as liberally as you give. 
J |, fir, and be faithful. 
Anf. Time fhall prove me. [ Exi 
. In my opinion now, this young man’s likelieft 
To keep his word, he’s modeft, wife, and courteous; 
He has the language of an honeft foul in him: 
A woman’s reputation may lie fafe there. 
Viol. Good fpeed be with thee! 
Phil. Violetta. 
Viol. Miftrefs. 
Phil, Alas, what have we done, wench? 
Viol. What’s the matter, mifirefs? 
Phil. Run, run, call him again, he muf fay, tell him, 
ough it be upon’s undoing, we're undone elle 5 
Your mafter’s cloaths, they’re known the country over. 
Viol. Now, by this light, that’s true, and well remem- 
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YEG, 
But there’s no calling of him, he’s out of fight now. 
Phil. Oh what will people think? 
Viol. What can they think, miftrefs? 
The centleman has the worft on’t:, were I he now, 
d make this ten mile forty mile about, 
Before I’d ride through any market town with ’em. 
Phil, Will he be careful think’ft thou? 
] 


Viol. My life for yours, miftrefs. 
Phil, I thall think long: “tll his return again. 
ol And fo fliall I, I thall ne’er {mile *till then. 


(Exeunt. 


GY,,2 fA ‘ Pare 
Hints Aus tertu. 


Actus IV. Scena I. 


Enter Ricarpo and Grivvus at one door, and VALERIA 
and Mucxworm at another. 


Ric. FT goes well hitherto, my {weet protector. 
I Grip. Ay, and fhall ftill to th’end, to th’ end, 
my honey, 
Wherefore have I enough, but to hav’t go well, fir? 
Muck. My whole *ftate on’t, thou overthrow’ft him, 
widow. 
Val, I hope well ftill, fir. 
Muck. Hope! be certain, wench ; 
I make no queftion now but thou art mine, 
As fure as if I had thee in thy night-geer. 
Val. By’t lady, that I doubt, fir. 
Muck, Oh, ’tis clear, wench, 
By one thing that I mark’d. 
Val. What’s that, good fweet, fir? 
Muck. A thing that-never fail’d me. 
Vai. Good fir, what? 
Muck. I heard our counfellor {peak a word of comfort, 
Invita voluntate, hah, that’s he, wench, 
The word of words, the precious chief, i?faith. 
Val. Invita voluntate, what’s the meaning, fir > 
Muck, Nay. there J leave you, but affure you thus rauch, 
I never heard him {peak that word i? my life — 
But the caufe went on his fide. 
Grip. Do, do, and {pare not; thou would@ talk wit 
eT. 
Rie. Yes, with your leave and liking, 
Grip. Do, my adoption, 
My chofen child, an’ thou hold’ft fo obedient, 
Sure thou wilt live, and cozen all my. kindred 


“ 


Ric. A child’s part in your love, that’s my ambition, 
fir, ; 
Grip. Go, and deferve it then: pleafe me well now 
I love a wrangling life, boy, there’s my delight; 
I have no other venery but vexation, 
‘That’s all my honey now: {martly now to her, 
I've enough, and I will have my humour, 
L 
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ps TH. anand nnt ha® hean Ae Lm 
Ric, Lnis neea not ha EEN, WIGQOW. 
é al a UL {: J | {, fir 
No, nor your treachery, your clote con{piracy 
Acainft me for my wealth, need)not ha’ been neither. 
Ric. Lhad you fairly, I fcorn treachery 


iv. 
1 


4 a ar 5 t ae, sat | newer mear er 
lo vour woman that 1 never meant to marry, 


Much more to you whom I referved for wife. 
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creas °C . : 
Ric. Ay, wife, wife, widow, be not afhamed on’t, 


J 
lr’s the beft calling ever woman came (0, 


# f to) 
al, I grant you, fir, but not to be your wife. 
Ric. Not mine? I think ‘tis the beft bargain 


: . Sa 7 sl ee oe es. , 
That e’er thou mad’ft i’ thy life, or ever fhall again, 

reo, A heandte hid hi ane not we Ls : es heal oe 
When my head’s LAL 5 but that § Noe yét {his threefcore 


aly 


| » ay 11. ats ‘ah ae) aan tt c 
Let Ss t 1k OF nearer matters. 
> 


sae | A fe 
| Val. Youre as near, ur, 
A ? In : Lf ee See ee 
As eer you're like to be, 1 Law can right me. 
P*?, Bau. hefor s(cien Ba ; he a te 
Ric. Now, before confcience, you’re a wilful houfe- 
Wie 
Me es 
i 11. FLOW & 
> A mal faar a - y 73 - Ten 
Ric. Ay, and I fear you {pend my goods lavifhly. 
17 x 2. : | 
Val Your goods ¢ 
Dt, yee | een plage SESE Ane 
Ric. I thall mifs much, I doubt me, 


When I come ‘to look over the inventory. 
Val, Vi give you my word you fhall, fir. 


ic. Look to’t, widow, 
A night may come will call you to account for’t. 


Vai. Oh if you had me now, fir, in this heat, 
How you'd be revenged on me. 
Ric. Ay, may I perifh elfe; if I would not get 


Three Children at a birth an’ I could of thee. 


di nree Unl 
Muck. Take off your youngfter there. 
Grip. Take off your widow firft, 
He fhall have the lat word, I pay for’t dearly ; 


'To her again, fweet boy, that fide’s the weaker. 
I have enough, and | will have my humour. 
Ente? BRANDINO and MARTINO. 
Val, O Brother, fee, I’m up to th’ ears in law here; 
Look, copy upon copy. 


b] 
Bra. ’Twere gtief enough if a man did but hear ant 
ut 


But I’m in pain to fee’t. 
Val. What, fore eyes ftill, brother? 

Bra, Worle and worfe, fifter; the old woman’s w 

Does me no good. 
Val. Why, it has help’d many, fir 
Bra. It helps not me, I’m fure. 


Mar, Ob, oh, 
Val. What ails Warttno too? 


a 
Oo 


LS) 


J; \ 
Mar. Oh, oh, the tooth-ach, the tooth-ach, 
Bra. Ah poor worm, this he endures for me now. 


There beats not a more mutual pulfe of paffion, 
In a kind hufband when his wife breeds child, 
Than in Martino; I have mark’d it ever ; 


He breeds all my pains in’s teeth ftill: and to auit me 
yp 5 


It is his eye-tooth too. 

- Mar, Ay, ay, ay, ay. 

Val. Where did J hear late of a fkilful fellow, 
Good for all kind of maladies ? true, true, fir, 
His flag hangs‘ out in town here i’ th’ crofs inn, 
With admirable cures of all conditions, 

It fhews him a great travelling and learned emperick. 
Fra, We'll both to him, Martino 
Val. Hark you, brother, 

. Perhaps you may prevail, as one indifferent. 

Muck. Ay, about that, {weet widow. 

Val. Troe; {peak low, fir. 

Bra, Well, what’s the bufinefs, fay, fay. 

Val. Marry this, brother, 

Call the young man afide from the old wolf there 

And whifper in his ear a thoufand dollars 

if he will vanifh, and let fall the Suit, 

And never put ‘us to no more coft and trouble, 


ores 
+ 
= 
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\ 
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Muck, Say me thole words, good fir, I'll make 
worth : 
° r f > s 
A chain of gold to you at your fifter’s weddine 


‘3 i 
) 11. s 
Bra. I thall do much for’ that. 
ve na : 

Val. Welcome, {weetheart, 


ryt : ee Fel » fn fea . T3 { £ 7 y 
sou com tt moft happily, I’m bold:to fend for thee 


aha 
To make a purpole good. 
Viol. | take delight, Madam, 
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In any fuch employment. 
‘ ench, truft me. 
let fall the fuit? ‘life Pll go naked firkt. 


wa 


fand dollars, fir, think upon ‘them. 
they're but a thoufa ind dollars, when they're 


de A “a 
Ric. A good 


meat and money too, I have been bought 
yielded, but, fir, {corn 
ay ‘affection. 


ound widow’s better, 
1 


Bra. Why, here’s ev’n juft my univerlity fpirit, 
[ prized a piece of red deer above gold then 
Ric, My patron would be mad, an’ he { fhould hear on’t. 
Mar. 1 pray what’s good, fir, fora wicked tooth ? 
. Ric. Hang’d, drawn, and quart’ring; ista hollow one? 
Mar. Ay, ’tis a hollow one. 


ail 


Ric. Then take the pow der 


7th 


Of a burnt warrant, mix’d with 
Mar. Why fure you mock me. 
Ric. aise I think I do, fir. 
Grip. Come hither, honey ; 

pers? 
Bra. He will not be bought ouf. 
Val. No? th at’s Shak Se brother: 
out this project then, 


oil of felon. 


what’s the news 1n whif- 


Pray take a li 


Look you, {weet gentles, fee what I-produce here 


For amity’s fake, and p peace, to end all controver{y ; 
This gentlewoman, my cha nBe> | left by her friends, 
Whom for her perfon, and her portion, 

I could befow moft richly, but in pity 

To her affection, which lies bent at you, fir, 

I am content to yield to her defire. 


Ric. At me? 
Bra, But for this jar, °t had ne’er been offer’d. 


I bring you flefh and mon ey, a rich heir, 
’s a thing worth thanks, fir: 


t 
teen mile ~ this morning 


h ; 


1a maid too, and 

Nay, - that has id fil 

For your love only. 
Grip, Honey, ‘hearken after her; 


s 
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Being rich, I can have all my money there ; 
Eafe my purfe well, and never wage law further. 
I have enough, yet I will have my humour. 

Ric. Do you love me, forfooth? 

ie Oh, infinite] ly. 

Ric. I do not afk thee, that I meant to have thee 
But ‘only to know what came in thy head to love ne, 

Viol, My time was come, fir, that’s all I can fay. 

Ric. Alas, poor foul, where didft thou love me firft, 
rithee ? 

Viol. In happy hour be’t “ai ke, out of a window, fir. 

Ric. A window ? prithee clap it too, and call. it in 

again, 
What was I doing then fhould make thee love me? 

Viel. "Twirling your band-ftring, which methought be- 
came you fo generoufly well. 

Ric. Twas a good quality to chufe a hufband f 
‘That love was likely to be ty’d in matrimony that begun 
in.a band-ftring: yet I have known as much come to paf 
ere now upon a taffel. Fare you well, fiter; I may be 
cozen’d im a maid, I cannot in a widow. 

Grip, Art thou come home again? ftick’ft thou there 

ftill ? 

I will defend thee ftill then. 

Muck, Sir, your malice 
Will have enough-on’t. 
Grip. I will have - humour, 
Muck. Beggary w will prove the { 
Grip. Spunge ? thy galcoyns, 
hy gaily-¢g alcoyns there. 
- Hah, brave ahi tector. 
Bra. I thought ’twould come to open wars again, 
Let ’em agree ¢ as they will; two tefty fops, 
¥ Hl bere : care of mine eye e 

LAV. of my chops, 


at 


Extery LATROCINIO and OCCULTO, (@ banner of cures 
and difeafes hung out.) 


, 


| 
bona 


La. Away, out with the banner, fend’s good luck to- 
Cay. 
Occ, I warrant you; your mame’s {pread, fir, for an 
EMpIric 5 
There’s an old ma fon, troubled with the ftone, 
Has fent to you this mo rning for your counfel, 
He wot ld have eale Pit 
La. Mat TY, I cannot blame h sur fir. 
But how he will come by’t, there lies the queflion. 
Occ. You muft do formewhat, fir, for he’s fwoln mof 
pite oully 5 
bs s urine in him now was brew’d laft March. 
Let me fee, I'll fend him a w hole mufket-charge 
of Siti wder. 
Occ. Gunpowder! what, fir, to break the ftone? 
La. Ay; by my see fir, 
It is ne a elieft thing 1 knew to seh 
I’m fure it breaks ft one- wall 
I fee no reafon but it fl houl< 
"Troth, if that do not, 
I ha’ nothing elfe that will. 


Occ. 1 know cha too. 
La. WI y then thou’rt a coxcomb to make queftion on’t. 
Go call in all the reft, 1 have emp! loyment for them. 
When the high-ways grow thin with travellers, 

And few portmanteaus ftirring, as all trades 

Fave their dead time we fee, thievery poor mee 
And letchery cold doings, and fo forwards ftill 

ak do Itake my 100, and thofe curmbpkotiss" 
Whofe purfes I can never get abroad, 

e’em at more eafe h ere : my chamber 


j pe 
ern come to me, it’s more ftate-like too. 


And make’ 
Stratio, Silvio, and Fiducis, 


he vefty SILVIO) SrRATIO, FIDUCIO. 


TT pt pen fh) ata 
ainter ak le ¢ 


“1 have none left out, I have parts for you all, 


mn 


The tein asia 


Sil, For us? pray let’s have ’em. 
La, Change yourtelves, 
With all {peed poffible, into feveral fhapes 
Far from your own; as you a farmer, fir, 
A grazier you, and you may be a miller. 
Fid. Oh no, a miller comes too near a thief, 
That may fpoil all again. 
La. Some country taylog then. 
Fid. That’s near enough, by’r lady, yet I'll venture 
t 


The mi ‘ler’s a mr white dev i wears as rai 

Like imnocence in badg 

between ie oe 

ray, do you “prefent that modeft thief 


oy 
Shed ot 

+s] 

Os 


then, 
a: ants x you, for the purpofe. 

. Twill improve you, fir, 

"Twill get believers; believe that, my mafters ; 
Reahie and confide ence, and make all things clearer; 
When you fee any eae repair you to. me 
As famples of my {kill; there are few’arts 
But have their fha ale firs, to fet’emr off. 

Make hafte away, firs [Exeunt, 


Enter OCcuULTO. 


ve Where are you, fir? 
Not far, man: what’ s the news? 
a The old juftice, fir, whom we robb’d once by: 
moon-light, 
And bound his man and he, in haycock-time, 
SHE 3 a rope ma ade of horfe-meat, and, in pity, 
Left their mares by ’em, which J think, ere midnight, 
Did a their sR hae bound mafters both at liberty 
*Life, what of him; man? 
Occ. He’s enguiring earnest ly 


For the great man of art indeed, for you, fir: 
There ie wi ithd lraw, fweet fir; make you Preis dainty y now, 
ind that’s three parts of any pr rofeflion. 


La. I hay Ve enough on te LE xzt. 


Enter ANSALDO 

é } I ? : 
Occ, How now, what thing’s this? | 
Now; 


The WIDOW: Or, 


ht, the: fecond part 0’ th’ juftice 


with ne’er a hair on’s face: 
’Tis he, or let me perifh, the young gentleman 
We robb’d and-ftript,; but I am far from knowledge now. 
Anf. One word, I pray, fir. » 
Occ. With me, gentle fir? 
Anf. Was there not lately feen about thefe parts, fir, 
A knot of fellows, whofe conditions 
Are privily tul 
Occ. Why d 
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Newly reviv'd, 
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night. 
Occ. Robb’d? 
Anf. Stript of all, faith. 
Occ. Oh beaftly rafcals! 
Alas, what was he? 
Anf, Look on me, and know him, fir. 
Occ. Hard-hearted villains! ftrip ? ’troth, when I faw 


Methoucht thofe cloaths were never made for you, fir. 


i + > 1 | us y te 
Anf. Want made me giad of ‘em. 


Occ. Send you better fortunes, firs; 

That we may have a bout with you once again. [Afde. 
Anf. I thank you for your with, kind fir. 
Occ. *Tis with my heart, 1'faith; now ftore of coin 


And better cloaths be with you. 
Anf. There’s fome honeft yet, 
And charitably minded: how, what’s here to do? 


Here within this place is cured {Reads 
All the griefs that were @er endur'ad. 
Palfey, gout, hydropick humour, 
Breath that fiinks beyond perfumer, 
Stone, rupture, or impofihume, 
Yet too dear it foal not coft *em. 
That’s confcionably faid, i’faith. 
In brief, you cannot, I affure you, 
Be unfound fo faft as | tan cure you. 


Well promis’d, however. 


The Double Rey, oa 


Enter BRANDINO aiid MARTIN 


Bra. Martino, is not yond my hinder ok 
M ar. Yes, and your fore-parts tco, fir. 
Bra. I tro, AD 

I never faw my hind parts in my life elfe, 
No, nor my fore-ones neither: what are you, fir? 
Are ne a juice, pray? 

Anf. A joftice? no, truly. 

Bra. How came this fuit to you then? 

Any. How, this fuit? 
W! hy, muft he needs be a juftice, fir, that wears it? 

Bra, You'll find it fo; "twas made for no body elfe. 
J paid for’t. 

Anf. Oh ftrange fortune! I have undone 
The charitable woman. 

Bra, He'll be gone. 
sae hold him faft, Pil call for aid. 

Anf. Hold me? Oh curfe of fate! 

Mar. Oh, matter, mafter. 

Bra, What ails Martino ? 

Mar. In my confcience, 
Fas beat out the wrong tooth, I feel it now 
Three degrees off. 

Bra. Oh flave, fpoil’d a fine penman. 

Anf. He lack’d good manners: lay hands o’ me? 


nter LATROCINIO. 


La. Why, how now? what’s the broil? 

Bra. The man of art 
I take you, fir, to be. 

La. I’m the profeffor 
Of thofe flight cures you read of in the banner, 

Bra. Our fae was to you, moft fkilful fir; 
But in the Way to you, right worfhipful, 
I met a thief. 

La. A thief? 

Bra, With my cloaths ha fir; 

et but the coat be fe fearch ee Vil y | pawn my life, 
There’s yet the taylor’s bill in one o’ th’ pockets, 
And a white thimble that found i’ th’ moon-light; 


Thou 


lth, fir. 
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s pleafure nown, fir. 


La. You wiht the rupture ae e hernia in fer or 
D lst ‘ 


rfay let me jee your pace this morning, walk fie? 
Here’s a moft happy changes be of good comfort, fir, 
Your knees are come within three inches now 

Of one another ; by to-morrow noon, 

I'l make ’em kifs and juftle. 


slefs your worfhip. 

Bra. You've a hundred prayers i in a morning, fir. 

La, ’Faith we have a few to pa is away the day with: 
Taylor, you had a ftitch, 

Fid. Oh good your worfhip, 
I have had none finc 8 Hale : were I rid 
But of this whorefon palfy, I were happy 5 

read my ae ¢! 
nat § eck 

In nauas ma rk'd fo much. 
Eid. It comes by fits, fir. 
La. *Las, poor man: what would your worhip fay 


-) 


Io 1 
| 
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this fellow at an inftant? 
Bra. And make him firm from fh aking ? 
La. Asa fteeple, 

From the difeafe on’t. 
Bra. °Tis to me miraculous, 
La. You, with your whoremafter difeafe, come hither 3 

Here, take me this’round gla S, anc ? 

Yet more, fir, yet I fay ; 
Bra. Admirable! 
La. Go, live, and thread thy needle. 
Bra. Here, te tino s 


"Las, poor fool, mouth is full of praifes, 
And cannot utter ’em. 

La. No, pala the malad ies 

Bra The fury of a tooth, 

La A tooth? ha, ha, 


I thought,’thad been fome canorene, fiftula 
2 oO QoQ ? ? 
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Canker, or Ramex. 
Bra. No, it’s enough as ’fis, fir. 
La. My man fhail eafe that freight, fit you down 
here, iif. 
firrah, daintily, infenGibly : 
hip’s m 3 ady? that’s for me, fir. 


worllp s 

pray look you fi ir: your W orfhip’s s counfel 
& that’s nothing too, fir. 
Br sy’r lady, I that feel it think it fomewhat. 
La. Have you no convulfions, pricking aches, fir, 


Ruptures, OY aD yoitemafes ? 
i 


Bra. No, by my faith, fir, 
ee ey I defire to have *’em. 
La. Thofe are cures 
There do M win my f fame, fir: quickly, firrah, 
R the eye-cup h ither: do you make water well, 


idk 
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Bra. Vm all vel there. 
La. You feel no grief i’ th’ kidney. 
Bra. Sound, aah found, fir. 
La. Oh, here’s a breath, fir, I muft talk withal 
One of thefe mornings. 
Bra. There I think, ‘i’faith, 
I am to blame indeed, and my wile’s 
Are co me to pafs, fir. 
Mar. Oh, ob, ’tis not that, “tis not that ; 
It is the next beyond it; there, there, there. 
Occ. The bel have their mifakings: now I'll fit you, 


*5 words 


fr 
fir. 

Bra. What’s that, fweet fir, that comforts with his 
coolnefs? 


La. Oh fovereign geer: wink hard, and keep it in, 
fir. 

Mar. Oh, oh, oh. 

Nay, here he goes; one twitch more, and he 

comes, fir. 

Mar. Auh, ho. 

Occ. Spit out, I told you he was gone, fir. 

Bra. How chears Martino? 

Mar. Oh, I can anfwer you now, mafter 5 


I feel great eafe, fir. Bra, 


Tbe Double Difappointment, AC 
Bra. So do 1, Martino. 
Mar, Vm rid of a fore burden, for my part, matter, 
os a feald little one. 
Pleafe but your werfhip now 
To dint three drops of the rich water with you 
Ii] undertake your man fhall cure you, fir. 
At. twice in your own chamber. 
Bra. Shalihe fo, fir? 
La, 1 will uphold him in’t, 
Mar. Then I will doit, fir. 
La.. How lively your man is now? 
Mar, Oh, I’m aslight, methinks, as ever I was in my 


ra) 


3ra, What is’t contents your peat 
La, Ev’n what your worfhip pleafe, I am not merce- 


Bra. My purfe is gone, Martino. 
La. How, your partes Gir? 
Bra ric gone, ifaith: I’ve been among fome ratcals. 
Ma w, And that’s a thing 
T ever gave you warning of, mafter » you care not 
What company you run into. 
Bra, Lend me fome money: chide me anon, I prithee. 
A pox on ’em for vipers, they have fuck’d blood of me. 
Mar, Oh, matter ! 
Bra. How now, man? 
a My purte j is gone too. 
How? J’ll never take warning more of thee 
while ‘"y live then; thou art an hypocrite, and art not fit 


rt 
to give good counted to thy mafter, that can’ft not keep 
from il] com npany thyfelf. 

La. This is moft ‘frange, fir: both your ee gone ! 

Mar, Sir, I'd my hand on mine when I came 

La. Are you but fure of that? oh, would you were. 

Mar. As I am of eafe 

La. Then they’re both gone one way, be that your 
comfort. 

Bra. Ay, but what way is that, fir? 

La. That clofe knave in your éloa ths has got ’em both, 
"Tis well you’ve clapt him att. 

Bra . Why that’s impofiible. 

a. Oh tell not me, fir: I have known purfes gone, 
M And 
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And the Thief ftand, and look one full in the face, 
As I may do your worfhip, and your man now. 
Mar. Nay, that’s moft certain, matter. 
Bra. I will make 
That ra{cal in my. cloaths an{wer all this then, 
And all the robberies that have been done 
Since the moon chang’d; get you home firft, Martino, 
And know if any of my wife’s things are mifling, 
Or any more of mine: tell her he’s taken, 
And by that token he has took both our purfes. 
Mar. That’s an ill token, matter. 
Bra. That’s all one, fir. 
Make hafle again, and meet me part of the wa 
Mar. Vil hang the villain, 
An? ’twere for nothing but the fowfe he gave me. [ Exit. 
. Bra. Sir, I depart afhamed of my requital, 
And leave this feal ring with you as a pledge 


Of farther thankfulnefs. 


h iN 

La. No, I befeech you, fir. 

Bra. Indeed you fhall, fir. 

La. Oh, your worthip’s word, fir. 


Bra. You fhall have my word too, for a rare gentle- 
man 

As e’er I met withal. 

La. Clear fight be with you, fir, 
If conduit-water, and my hoftefs’ milk, 
That comes with the ninth child now, may afford it. 
*Life, 1 fear’d none but thee, my villainous tooth-drawer. 

- There was no fear of me; I’ve oiten told you 


[ Exit. 


Oce 
T was bound ’prentice toa barber once, 
But ran away in the fecond year. 
La. Ay, Marry, 
That made thee give a pull at the wrong tooth, 
And me afraid of thee : what have we there, firs? 
Occ. Some threefcore dollars i’ the mafter’s purie, 
And fixteen in the clerk’s, a filver feal, 
‘Two or three amber beads, and four blank warrants. 
La. Warrants! where be they? the beft news came 
ret, 
*Ma(s, here’s his hand, and here’s his feal, I thank him, 
This comes moft luckily : one of our fellows 


Was took laft night, we'll fet him firft at liberty, 
And 
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And other good boys after him: and if he 

In the old juftice’s fuit, whom we robb’d lately, 

Will come off roundly, we’ll fet him free too. Lia 
Occ. "That were a good deed, *faith ; we may in pity. 
La. ‘There’s nothing done merely for pity now-a-days, 

Money or Ware mutt help too. 


SONG, in parts by the thieves. 


Give me fortune, give me heakh, 
Give me freedom, I'll get wealth. 
Who complains his fate’s amifs, 
When he has the wide world his 2 
Give as fortune, give us health, 
Give us freedom, we'll get wealth. 

In every hamlet, town, and city, 

fe has lands, that was. born witty. 


Exeunt, 
Finis Adus quarti. 
Actus V. Scena IL 
Enter Puinippa and VioLETTA. 
Phil. OW well this gentleman keeps his promife 


too? 

Sure there’s no truft in man. 

Viol. They’re all Francifco’s, 
That’s my opinion, miftrefs: Fools, or fal@ ones, 
He might have had the honefty yet, i’faith, 
To fend my mafter’s cloaths home. 

Phil. Ay, thofe cloaths, 
Thofe cloaths much trouble me, 

Viol. Faith, an’ he were a gentleman, as he feem’d to 


fed 
Fhey would trouble him too FE think ; 
Methinks he fhould have {mall defire to keep ’em. 
Phil, Faith, and” lef pride to wear ’em, I fhould 
think, wench. ; 


M 2 Extep 
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Enter MARTINO. 


Martino! oh, we're {poil’d, wench; are they come then? 
Mar. Miftrefs, be of good cheer, I have excellent 
News for you; comfort your heart; what have you to 
breakfaft, miftrefs? you ft hall have all again, J warrant you. 
hi What fays he, wench ? 


V; . Pm loth’ * underftand him. 
Man. Give me a note of all your things, fweet miftrefs, 
You fhall not lofe a hair, take 1 it on my word, 


We phe him fafe enue: 
Phil. Alas, {weet wench, 


fn 
trefs. 


Viol. ae I knoy w “i what yet; 
we n 
yi i te i me, pray, 
ai her the rafcal has broke ope’ my defk or no? 
Te was taken, miftrefs, grofly, and beatt! ly: 
W a you think, 1’faith ? 
hil, 1 know not, ‘fir. 
Mar. Troth, in my mafter’s cloaths: 
Would any thief, but a beaft, been taken fo? 

Phil. Wench, wench. 

Viol. Jhave orief enovgh of my own to tend, miftreis. 

Phil. Did he confefs the robbery ? 

Mar. Ono, no, mitftrefs ; 

He’s a young cunning rafcal, he confefs’d nothing. 
While we were examining on him, he took away 
My matfter’s or and mine, but confefs’d nothing fill. 
Phil, That’s but fome flanderous injury rais’d “againtt 
him. 
Came not your mafter with you? 

Mar. No, {weet miftrefs. 
I muf@ make hafle and meet him, pray difpatch me then. 

Phil. ¥ have look’d over all with fpecial F eedful ne{s ; 
speeds nothing mifs’d, I can affure you, fir, 

ut that fuit of your mafter’s. 

Mar. I'm right glad on’t. 

That fuit would hang him, yet I would not have him 
hane’d in that fuit though ; ; it will difgrace my mafter’s 
fafhion for ever. [ Exit. 

Phil, O what fhall we do, wench? 

Viol, ’Tis no marvel, ‘mitre, The 
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The poor young gentleman could not keep his promife. 

Phil Alas, {weet man, he’s confef{s'd nothing yet, 

wench. 

Viol, That fhews his conftancy, and love to you, 

miftrefs : 
But you muft do’t of force, there is no help for’t, 
The truth can neither fhame nor hurt you much ; 
Let ‘em make what they can on’t, ’twere fin and pity,, 
i’faith, 
To caf away fo {weet a gentleman 
For fuch a pair of infidel hofe and doublet : 
Enter ANSALDO. 
T would not hang a Jew for a whole wardrobe on °em: 

Phil, Thou fay’ft true, wench. 

Viol. Oh, oh, they’re come again, miftrefs. 

Phil, Signior Anfaldo ? 

Anf, ‘The fame, mightily crofs’d, lady ; 

But, paft hope, freed again by a do¢tor’s means, 
A man of art, I know not juflly what, indeed, 
But pity, and the fortunate gold you gave me,. 
Wrought my releafe between em, 

Prit, Met you not 
My hutband’s man? 

Anf, 1 took fuch ftrange ways, lady, 

T hardly met a creature. 

Phil, Oh, moft welcome. 

Viel. But how fhall we beftow him now we have him, 
miftrefs ? 

Phil, Alas, that’s true. 

Viol, Martino may, come back again: 

Phil, Step you into that little chamber {peedily, fir, 
And drefs him up in one of my gowns and head-tires, 
His youth will well endure it. 

Viol. That will be admirable. 

Phil. Nay, do’t quickly then, and burn: that {uit,. 
That it may never bear witnefs againft us. 

Viol. Ay, and I'll throw the athes into the pond, for 
fear they fhould {imell of my matter, 

Phil. Away, difpatch, wench. [Exit Viol. and Anfal. 
Pve thought upon a way of certain fafety, 

And I may keep him while T have him too, 


M 3 Without 


Bae ee il htc deli cts ; 
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Without fufpicion now. Fil delay time 
With all the means I can. Oh, welcome, fir. 


Enter BRANDINO with a writing. 


Bra. Vl fpake to you anon, wife, and kifs you fhortly, 
1'm very bufy yet: Cockfey-down, Mem-berry, 
Her manor-houle at Well. dun, 
Phil, What’s that, good fir? 
Bra. The widow’s, your {weet fifter’s deed of gift, 
She’s made all her eftate over to me, wench : 
She'll be too hard for ’em all: and now come bufs me; 
Good luck after thieve’s handfel. 
Phil. Oh, ’tis happy, fir, 
You have him faft. 
Bra. Lha’ laid him fafe enough, wench. 
Phil. 1 was {o loft in joy at the report on’t, 
1 quite forgot one thing to tell Martino. 
Bra. What's that, {weet blood? 
Phil. He, and his villains, fir, 
Robb’d a {weet gentlewoman laft night. _ 

Bra. A gentlewoman ? 

Phil. Nay, moft uncivilly and bafely ftript her, fir. 

Bra. Oh barbarous flaves! 

Phil. 1 was ev’n fain, for woman-hood’s fake, 
Alas, and charity’s, to receive her in, 

And cloath her poor wants in a {uit of mine. 

Bra. *Twas mot religioufly done: I long for her ; 
Who have I brought to fee thee, think’ft thou, woman? 
Phil. Nay, fir, I know not. 

Bra. Guels, I prithee, heartily : 

An enemy of thine. 

Phil. That I hope you have not, fir. 

Bra. But all was done im jeft: he cries thee mercy’; 
Francifeo, firrah. 

Phil, Oh, 1 think not on him. 

Bra. That letter was but writ to try thy conflancy 5 


He confeft all to me. 
Enter FRANCISCO. 


Phil. Joy on him, fir, 
So far am I from malice, look you, fir; 
Welcome, fweet fignior; but I'll never truft you, fir. 
Bra. 
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Bra. Faith, I’m beholden to thee, wife, for this.. 
Fra. Methinks, I enter now this houfe with joy, 
Sweet peace, and quietnefs of confcience ; 
I wear no guilty bluth upon my cheek 
For a fin ftampt laft midnight; I-can talk now 
With that kind man, and not abufe him inwardly, 
Even in thought. 
What a {weet Being is an honeft mind ? 
It {peaks peace to itfelf, and all mankind. 


Enter MARTINO. 


Bra. Martino, 

Mar. Matter. 

Bra. There’s another robbery done, firrah,, 
By the fame party. 

Mar, What? your worfhip mocks, 
Under correction. 

Phil. | forgot to tell thee, 
He robb’d a lovely gentlewoman. 

Mar. O pagan ! 
This fellow will be fon’d to death.with pipkins, 
And pitchers without ears; 
He will never die alive, that’s my opinion. 


Enter ANsatpo, (as MarT1A) and Vio.eTTAa, 


Phil. Look you your judgments, gentlemen, your’s ef 
pecially, 
Signior Francifco, whofe mere object now 
Ts woman at thefe years; hufband, you have a glimpfe 
too, 
You offer half an eye, as old as you are. 
Bra. By’r lady, better, wench; an eye and a half, J 
tro’ ,; 
I fhould be forry elfe. 
Phil, What think you now, firs ? 
Is’t not a goodly lady? 
Bra. Bethrew my heart elfe,. wife. 
Pray, Mee little, fignior, you're but my gueft; remem 
er 
I’m mafter of the houfe, Pl have the firtt kif, 
Phil. But, hufband, ’tis the courtefy of all places, 
To give a firanger ever the. firft bit, 
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Bra. In woodcock or fo, but there’s no heed to be 
taken in mutton ; 

We commonly fall fo roundly to that we forget ourfelves. 
I’m forry for thy fortune, but thou’rt welcome, lady : 
I have him faft, and he fhall lye by’t clofe. 

Anf. You cannot do me a greater pleafure, fir. 

Bra. I’m happily glad on’t, 

Fra. Methinks there’s fomewhat whifpers in my foul, 
This is the hour I muft begin my acquaintance 
With honeft love, and banihh all loofe thoughts ; 
My fate. {peaks to me from the modeft eye 
YF yon {weet gentlewoman. 

Phil. Wench, wench. 

Viol. Pith, hold in your breath, miftrefs ; 
If you be feen to laugh, you fpoil all prefently, 
I keep it in with all the might I have. 

Anf, Pray, what young gentleman’s that, fir ? 

Bra. An honeft boy, 1'faith, 

And came of a good kind: doft like him, lady? 
I would thou hadft him, an” thou be’ft not promis’d; 
He’s worth teri thoufand dollars yearly. 

Viol. By this light, miftrefs, my mafter will go near to 
make a match anon; methinks I dream of admirable 
{port, miftrefs. 

Phil. Peace, thou art a drab. 

Bra. Come hither now, Francifeo, 

I’ve known the time I’ve had a better ftamach; 
Now I can dine with looking upon meat. 

Fra. That face deferved a better fortune, lady, 
Than laft night’s rudenefs fhew'd. 

Auf, We cannot be 
Our choofers, fit, in our own deftiny. 

Fra. I return better pleafed than when I went, 

Mar. And could that beaftly imp rob you, forfooth ? 

Anf. Mott true. 

Mar. We will have him ftoned for you. 

Fra. May I requeft a modeft word or two, lady, 

Tn private with you? 
Anf. With me, fir ? 
Fra. To make it fare from all fafpect of injury, 
Pil intreat this gentleman 
For an ear-witnels unto all our conference. 
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i 
Anf. Why fo, | amcontent, fir. [Exeaut Fra.'& Antal. 
Bra. So'am I, lady. i, 
Mar. Oh mafter, here’s a rare bedfellow for my mifirefs 

to night, 

For you know we muft both out of town again. 

Bra. That’s true, Martino. 
Mar. 1 do but think how they’ll lie telling of tales to- 
gether, 

The prettieft ! 

Bra. The prettieft, indeed. 

Mar. Their tongues will never leave waggitig, maftery 
till their tails are at reft. 

Bra. Never, Martino, never. [Exeant. 

Phil. Take heed you ‘be not heard. 

Viol. I fear you moft, miftre(s. 

Phil. Me, fool? ha, ha. 

Viol. Why, look you, miftrefs: faith you’re faulty, 
ha, ha. 

Phil. Well faid, ifaith, where lies the fault now, 
goffip? 

Viol. Oh, for-ahufband; I fhall burft with laughing 

elfe, 
This houfe is able to fpoil any Maid. 
Phil. Dll be reveng’d now foundly of Franeifeo, 

For failing me when time was; 

Pil vex his heart as much as he mock’d mine. 

Viol. But that may marr your hopes, if our gentlewo- 
man be known to be a man. | 
Phil. Not as Vil work it; 

I would not lofe this fweet revenge, methinks, 

For a whole fortnight of the old man’s abfence, 

Which is the {weeteft benefit next to this: 


Enter ANSALDO. 


Why, how now, fir, what courfe take you for laughing ? 
We are undone for one. ; 
Anf. Faith, with great pain, 
Stifle it, and keep it in; Fha’ no receipt for it. 
But pray, in fadnefs, fay, what is the gentleman? 
I never knew his like for tedious urgings ; 
He will receive no an{wer. 
Phil. Would he would not, fir. 
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Anf. Says I’m ordain’d for him, merely for him ; 
Ard that his wiving fate {peaks in me to him: 
Will force on me a jointure {peedily 
Of fome ten thoufand dollars. 
Phil. Would thou hadft ’em': I know he can if he will 
An. What is this gentleman? 
Phil. Faith, thall I tell you, fir? 
One that would make an excellent honeft hufband 
For her that’s a juft maid at one and twenty ; 
For, on my conicience, he has his maidenhead yet. 
Viol. Fie, out-upon him, beatt. 
Phil. Sir, if you love me, 
Give way but to one thing I fhall requeft of you. 
“nf. Your courtefies you know. may lay commands on 
me. 
Phil. Then, at his next follicitines, let a confent 
. Seem to come from you; ’twill make noble {port, firs 
: We'll get jointure and all; but you muft bear 
Yourfelf moft affable to all his purpofes. 
Anf. I can do that. 
Phil. Ay, and take heed of laughing. 
Anj. Pve bore the worft of that already, lady. 
Phil, Peace, fet your countenance then; for here he 
comes. 


lg 


Enter FRANCISCO. 


Fra. There is no middle continent in this paffion; 
I feel it here, it muft be love or death, 
It was ordain’d for one. 

Phil. Signior Francifco, 
I’m forry “twas your fortune in my houfe, fir, 
To have fo violent a ftroke come te you: 
The gentlewoman’s a ftranger; pray be counfell’d, fir, 
Till you hear further of her friends and portion. 

Fra. ?Tis only but her love that I defire, 
She comes moft rich in that. 

Phil. But be advis’d though; 
I think fhe’s a rich heire(s, but fee the proof, fir, 
Before you make her fuch:a generous jointure. 

Fra. ’Tis mine, and I will do’t. 

Phil. She fhall be yours too,. 
If] may rule her then. 

Fra. 


1 ie < 
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Fra. You {peak all fweetnefs. 

Phil. She likes your perfon well, I tell you fo much, 
But take no note I faid fo. 

Fra, Not a word. 

Phil. Come, lady, come, the gentleman’s defertful, 
And, 0? my confcience, honeft. 

Anf. Blame me not, Iam a maid, and fearful. 

Fra. Thus let me feal my vows, 
And when I brake them, may heaven renounce me. 


Enter BRANDINO and Martino. 

Bra. Yea, a match, i’faith: my houfe is lucky for ’em, 
Now, Martino. 

Mar. Mafter, the widow has the day. 

Bra. The day? 

Mar, She’s overthrown my younpfter. 

Bra, Precious tidings! 
Clap down four woodcocks more. 

Mar, 'They’re allat hand, fir. | 

Bra. What, both her adverfaries too ? 


Euter Vatenta, Ricarpo, Muckworm, andGripus. 
Mar, They’re come, fir, 
Bra, Go, bid the cook ferve in two geefe in a dihh. 
Mar. I like your conceit, matter, beyond utterance. 
Bra. Welcome, fweet fitter; which is the man mut 
have you? 
Pd welcome no body elfe. 
Aluck. Come to me then, fir. 
Bra. Are you he, i’faith, my chain of gold? I’m glad 
oo ft. 
Val. I wonder you can have the face to follow me, 
That have fo profecuted things againft me: 
But I have refolv’d myfelf, ’tis done to {pight me, 
Ric. O dearth of truth! 
Grip. Nay, do not {poil thy hair, 
Hold, hold I fay, I'll get thee a widow fomewhere elfe, 
Ric. If hand and faith be nothing for a contraét, 
What fhall man hope? 
Grip. "Twas wont to be enough, honey, 
When there was honeft meaning among widows ; 
But, fince your bribes came in, ’tis not allow’d 


A contract 
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A contract without gifts to bind it faft , 
Every thing now muft have a feeling firft : 
Do I come near’ you widow ? 
No, indeed, fir, 
Nor ever fhall, I hope: and, for your comfort, fir, 
That fought al means to entrap me for my wealth, 
0h J hy mfortun atel y put you upon me, 
1ad loft your | labour, all your aim and hopes, fir; 
ere ftands the honeft gentleman, my brother, 
Tc ) whom I’ve made a deed of gift of all. 
Bra. Ay, that thehas, i’faith, I thank her, gentlemen, 
Look you here, ; firs, 
Val. I muft not look for pleafures 
That give more grief, if they prove falfe, or fail us, 
T han ever they gave joy. 
ack. Ha ave you ferved me fo, widow? 
) 


glad thou haft her not, laugh at him, my 


5 


ok 5 


Grip. i I’m 
boy; ha, ha. 

Val. I muft take one that loves me for myfelf: 
Here’s an old gentleman looks not aiter wealth, 
But virtue, manners, and conditions. 

Muck. Yes, by my’ faith: I muft have lordihips too, 
widow. 

Val. How, fir? 

Muck. Yous virtue, and conditions, widow, 
Are pretty things within doors, I like well‘on ’em; 
But i muft have fomewhat without lying, or bei Ing, 
In the tenure or occupation of Mr. fuch-a-one: ha? 
Thofe are fine things, indeed. 

Val. Why, fir, you {wore to me it was for love 

Muck. True; but there’s two words to a bargain ever, 
All the world over, and, if love be one, 
I’m fure money’s the other ; ’tis no bargain elfe: 
Pardon me, 1 muft dine as well as fop, widow. 

“al Cry you mercy, I miftook you all this while, fir ; 

It was this antient gentleman, indeed, 
Whom I crave pardon on. 

Grip. What of.me, widow? 

Val. Alas, 1 have wrong’d you, fir; *twas you’ that 

{wore 

You lov’d. me for myfelf! 

Grip. By my troth, but I did not: 
Come, 
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t 
Come, father not your lies upon me, widow: 
{ love you for yourfelf? fpit at me, gentlemen, 
If ever I'd fuch a thought: fetch me in, widow! 
You 'il find your reach too fhort. 
Val. Why, you have enough you fay. 
Grip. Ay, but I will have my humour too; 
And will have more. 
Val. Whom fhould a widow truft? I'll {wear ’fwas one 
of you 
That made me believe fo: ’mafs, think ’twas you, fir, 
Now I remember me. 
Ric. I {wore too much 
To be believed fo little. 
Val. Was it you then? 
Befhrew my heart for wronging of you; for I am thine. 
Rie. Welcome bleffing, 
Are you mine faithfully now ? 
Vel. As love can make one. 
Muck, Why this fills the common-wealth fo full of 


beggars, 


Marrying for love, which none of mine fhall do. 
Val. But now I think on’t; we muft part again, fir, 
Rie, Again? 

Val, You're in debt, and I, in doubt of all 
Left myfelf nothing too; we muft not hold. 
Want on both fides makes all affection cold: 
I fhall not keep you from that gentleman , 
You'll be his more than miné ; and-when he lift, 

Hle’ll make you lie from me in fome four prifon, 

Then let him take you now for altovether,, fir ; 

For he that’s mine fhall be all mine, or nothing, 

Ric. J never felt the evil of my debts 
Till this afflicting minute. 

Grip, ll be mad once in my days, and I will have my 
humour: they’re now but defperate debts again, Inc. 2x 
look for *em. , 

And ever fince I knew what malice was, 

I always held it (weeter to fow mifchief 

Than to receive money; ’tis the finer pleafure. 

Pl] sive him his bonds as *twere in pity 

To make the match, and bring ’em both to begeary ; 

Then will they ne’er agree, that’s a fure point, 

N 


3 


Come, 
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ae 
Come,. widow, come, P Il try your honeft ty, 
Here to my honey you’ve made many RRS 
I fear they're. all but. tricks: here are his debts, gentle- 


How I came by ’em I know beft myfelf. 
Take him before us faithfully for your, hufband, 
And he thall tear ‘ m 2 all bel. fore your face, widow. 

Val, Elle may all faith refufe me. 

Grip. Tear ony honey, 
°Tis firm in law, aconfideration given: 
What, with thy teeth? thou'lt fhortly tear her fo, 
That's all my hope, thou’dft never had ’em elie. 
I’ve enough, and I will have my humour. 

Ric. Pm now at liberty, widow. 

Val. Vil be fo too, 
And then I ‘come to thee: give me this from you, bro- 
ther. 

Bra. Hold, fitter, fifter. 

Val. Look you, the deed of cift, fir; I’m as free: 
He that has me has all, and thou art he. 

Muck. and Grip. How's that ? 

fis You’re bob’d, ’twas but a deed in truft, 
And all to prove thee, whom I have found oll jut. 

Bra. I’m bob’d among the reft too: I’d have {worn 
It had been a thing for me and my heirs for ever ; 
If I’d but got it up to the black box above, 
It had been paft red empt ion 

Mack. How am I cheated ? 

Grip. I hope you'll have the confcience now to pay me, 
uy 

. Oh wicked man! fower of ftrife and envy, open 

i thy lips. 

Grip. How, how’s this? 

Ric. Thou haft no charge at all, no child of thine own, 
But two thou gor! “ft once of a fcowring woman, 
And they are well provided for, they’ re i’ th’ hofpital ; 
Thou haft twice ben thoufand pound to bury thee, 
Hang thyfelf-when thou wilt, a flave go with thee. 

Grip. I’m gone, my eoodnels comes all out together, 
I have enough, but have not my humour, 


Enter 
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Enter VioLerra. 


Viol O mafter, gentlemen, and you, fweet widow, = 
think you are no forwarder yet, I know not, 
If ever you be fure to laugh again, 
Now is the time, 
Val. Why, what’s the matter, wench? 
Virol: ‘Ha, ha, ha: 
Bra, Speak, fpeak. 
Viol, Ha, a marriage, a marriage, I cannot tell’t for 
laughing: ha, ha. 
Bra. A marriage, do you make that a laughing matter? 


pee 


Euter FRaNcisco and ANSALDO. 


Viol. Ha: Ay, and you'll make it fo when you know 
all. 
Here they come, here they come, one man married to 
another. “ 
Val, How! man to man? 
Viol. Ay, man to man, i’faith. 
There'll be gdod fport at night to bring ’em‘both to bed; 
Do you fee ’em now? ha, ha, ha, 
Muck. My daughter Martia! 
Anf. Oh my father: your love and pardon, fir. 
Val. ’Tis the indeed, gentlemen. 
Anf: T have been difobedient, I confefs, 
And Heaven has punifh’d me: 
But finding reconcilement from above 
In peace of heart, the next J hope’s your love, 
« ‘Muck. I cannot but forgive thee now | fee. thee s 
Thou fled’ft a happy fortune of an old man, 
But Francifco’s of a noble family, 
Fra, I low’d ther not, fir, 
As the was yours, for I proteft I knew’t not, 
But for herfelf, and her own defervings, 
Which, had you been as foul, as you’ve been fpightful, 
I thould have lov’d in her. 
5: Muck, Well, hold your prating, fir, 
tou re not like to lofe by’t. 
Phil. Oh Violetta, who hall laugh at us now? 
Viol. The child unborn, miftrefs, 
Anf. Be good, 
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Fra, Be honeft 

Anf. Heav’n will not let you fin, an’ you’d be careful. 
_ Fra, What means it fends to help you, think and mend. 
Youre as much bound: as we, to praife that friend. 


Anf. Marry you foeedily 

aise 5” / ite z . ‘ 5 { fa 
Children may tame you, you'll die like a wild beaft ele. 

7 


Viol. Ay by. my troth fhould I, I’ve much ado to forbear 


Enter MarRTino. 


Mar. O.mafter, miftrefs, and you gentles all, 
To horfe, to horfe prefently, if you mean to’ do your 
country any fervice, 

Bra, Art not afham’d, Martino, to talk of horfing fo 

openly 

Before young married couples thus, 
Mar. It does concern the common-wealth and me, 
And you, mafter, and all: the thieves are taken. 

Anf. What fay’tt, Martino? 

Mar.. Law, here’s: common-wealth’s-men: 
The man of art, mafter, that cupt your eyes, 
Is prov’d an arrant rafcal; and his man, 
That drew my tooth, an excellent purfe-drawer » 
J felt no pin in that, it went infenfibly : 
Such notable villanies confeft. 

Bra, Stop there, fir: 

Well have time for them: Come, gentle-folks, 
Take a flight meal with us: But. the beft cheer 
Is perfect joy; and that we with all here. [Exeunt. 
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At I. Scene T 


a 


Enter mafter Touchftone and Quickfilver at feveral aoors, 
Quickfilver with his hat 


‘, punips, fhort {word and dag- 
Ber, and a racket trufsid up under bis clake At the 
middle door, enter Golding ; aifcavering a goldfmith’s 
Shop, and-he walking fhort turns before it, 


Touch, ND whither with you now ? what loofe 
action are you bound for? come, what 
comrades are you to meet withal ? 
where’s the fupper ? where’s the ren- 

dezvous ? 


Quick. Indeed, and in very good fober truth, fir— 

Louch. Indeed, and in very good fober truth, fir? 
Behind my back thon wilt {wear fatter than a French 
foot-boy, and talk more baudily than a common mid- 
wife; and now, indeed, and in very good fober truth, 


fir 5 
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fir; but if a privy fearch fould ‘be made, with what 
furniture are you rigg’d now ?. Sirrah, I tell thee I am thy 
matter, William Touchflone sold{mith, and thou my 
*prentice, Franeis Quickfilver, and I will fee whither 
you are running, -Work upon that now. 

Ouick. Why, fir, [ hope a man may ufe his recreation 
with his mafter’s profit. 
tices recreations are feldom with their 
st. Work upon that now, You fhall cive up 
cloak, though you be no alderman. Heyday! 


your 
ha! f{word! pumps! here's a racket, indeed! 


rufiians ! 


Quick. Work upon that now. 

Touch. Thou fhamelefs varlet, do’ft thou jeft at thy 

lawful matter, contrary to thy indentures ? 
Duick. *Sblood, fir! my mother’s a gentlewoman, and 
my father a juftice of peace, and of quorum; and though 
J am a younger brother, and a ’prentice, yet, I hope, ] 
am my father’s fon ; and, by god’flid, ’tis for your wor- 
fhip, and for your commodity, that I keep company. I 
am entertained among gallants, ts true; they call me 
cousin Frank, right; I lend them monies, good; they 
{pend it, well: But when they are fpent, muft not they 
firive to get more? muft not their land fly? and to 
whom? fhall not -your worfhip ha’ the refufal? Well, I 
am a good member of the city, if I were well confidered. 
I am going to an ordinary now ; the gallants fall to play ; 
I carry light gold with me; the gallants call, coufin 
Frank, fome gold for filver: I change; gain by it; the 
gallants lofe the gold, and.then call, coulin Frank, lend 
me fome filver. Why-—— 

Touch. Why? I cannot tell; feven fcore pound art 
thou out in the cath; but look to it, 1 will not be gal- 
lanted out of my monies. And as for my rifing by other 
men’s fall, God fhield me! Did I gain my wealth by 
ordinaries? no: by exchanging of gold? no: by keep- 
ing of gallants company? no: I hired me “a little fhop, 
fought low, took fmall gain, kept»no debt book, gar- 
nifhed my fhop, for want of plate, with good, wholfome 
thrifty fentences: as, Tonchfone, keep thy fhop, and thy 
fhop will keep thee. Light gains make heavy purfes. ?Tis 
good to be merry and wife, And when I was wiv'd; I had 

eee ue fomething 
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fomething, to fick. too. And I grew up; and,’ ! praife 
providence, I bear my brows now as high as the beft of 
my neighbours: But thou—— Well, look to the accounts ; 
your father’s bond lies for you: {even {core pound 1s yet 
in- the rear. 

Quick. Why, fir, I have as good, as proper gaillants 
words for it, as any are in London; gentlemen of good 
phrafe, perfect language, psffingly behav’d; gallants that 
wear focks and clean linen, and call me kind covufin 
Frank | good: coufin Frank! for they know my father ; 
and fhall not I truft °em? 


Enter a Page, as enquiring for Towch/tone’s fhop. 

Gold. What do ye lack, fir? what is’t you'll buy, fir? 

Touch. Ay, marry, fir, there’sa youth of another piece! 
there’s thy fellow-’prentice, as good a gentleman born as 
thou art; nay, and better mean’d: Bat does he pump it, 
or racket it? Well, if he thrive not, heav’n and men 
neglect induftry. 

Gold. It is his fhop, and here my’ mafter walks. 

[fo che Page: 

Touch. With me, boy? 

Page. My. mafter,. fir Petronel Flath, recommends his 
fove to you, and will inftantly vifit you. 

Touch. To make up the’ match-with my eldeft davgh- 
ter. He fhall find me unwillingly ready, boy. [Exit Page. 
There’s another affliction too. As Ihave two’ ’préntices, 
the one of a boundlef$ prodigality, the other of a moft 
hopeful induftry; fo have I only two daughters, the 
eldeft of a proud ambition, the other of a modeft humility, 
and comely fobernefS. The one muft be ladyfied, for- 
footh, and be attir’d juft to the court-cut, and long-tail. 
Well, a piece of land fhe has; *twas her grandmother’s 
gift; let her, and her fir Petronel flafh out that: but as 
for my fubftance, fhe that {corns me, as 1 am a citizen 
and tradefman, fhall never pamper her pride with my in- 
duftry. Imuft go entertain this fir Petronel. Golding, 
my utmoft care’s for thee, and only truft in thee; look 
to, the fhop.. As for you, mafter Quickfilver, think of 
hufks ; for thy courfe is running direétly to the prodigal’s 
hog-trough, Huiks! firrah! Work upon that now. 

[Exit Touch. 


Quick, 
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Duick Marry, pho, goodman Flatt cap: ’sfoot, though 
Tama ‘prentice, I can give arms: my father’s a juftice 
roe re ice by defcent; and, “fblood __lm 

old. Fie, how you weir 

soe Sfoot, man, I ama gentleman, and may {wear 
by my ) pedigree. God? s my life, firrah Golding, wilt be 
ruled by a fool? turn good fellow, turn (waggering gal- 
ae ; and Jet the welkin roar, ana Erebis alfa, Look not 

oft: ard to the fall of don Phebus ; but to the eatt, 
ward hoe. We are both gentlemen : let’s be no longer 
to this flat-cap, Touchftone —’S life, many his father 
was a malt “man, and‘his mother fold ginger-bread in 


Gold, What would you ha’ me do? 

ick Why, do nothing: be like a gentleman, be 
idle ; the ee of man is labour, Wilt thou cry, what 
is't you lack? fland with a bare pate, anda dropping nofe 
under a wooden pent-houfe, and art a gentleman? A’ m 
concience, fome er: herd begat thee, thou Golding of 
Golding hall! Ha, boy ? 

Gold. Go, ye are a prodigal coxcomb! ‘I a cow-herd’s 
fon! becaule I turn not a drunken, whore-hunting rake- 
hell, like thyfelf.. [He offers to draw, and Golding trips up 

his heels, and holds him. 

Quick, Rake-hell, rake-hell! 

Gold On in. foft terms, you are a cowardly brag- 
ging boy! Pll ha? ye whipt. 

pk hs pe that’s pds i’faith ! Untrufs me 

old. No, thou wilt ahder thyfelf, Alas! (I behold 
thee with pity, not with anger. Thou common. fhot= 
clog, gull of all companies! methinks I fee thee.alre idy 
wal iking in Morefie lds; with half a bat, with a cudgel 
under thine arm, galt ing and begoing three=pence. 


Quick. Nay, “flife, ta ee this and take al: as I ama 
gentleman shins Pil be drunk, grow valiant, and~ beat 
thee. : [ Foie, 


Gold. Go, thou moft madly vain! whom nothing can 
recover, but that which reclaims <atheifts, and. makes 
great petions fometimes religious, calamity. As for my 
place ar and life, thus f have read: 

W hate’ er forte vainer youth may term difgracey 

Lhe gain of honeft pains is never bafe: | 
From 
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From trades, from arts, from valour honour Springs; 
Thefe three are founts of gentry, yea of Rings, 


Euter Girtred, Mildred, Bettrice, and Poldavy a taylor, 
with a fair gown, Scotch farthingale, and a French fall 
in bis arms. Girtred ina French head attire, and a 
citizen's gown; Wildred fowing; and Bettrice leadine a 


‘5 Zz 
monkey after her. 


Gir. For the paffion of patience, look if fir Petrone! 
approach! that {weet, that fine, that delicate, that— for 
love’s fake, tell me if he come! Oh, fitter Mill, tho’ my 
father be a low-capt tradefman, yet I muft be a lady ; 
and I praife God my mother muft call me madam. Does 
he come? off with this gown for fhame’s fake, off with 
this gown! let not my knight take me in the city-cuf, in 
any hand: tear’t! pox on’t (does he come?) tear’t off! 

Mil. Lord, fitter, with what an immodeft impatiency, 
and difgraceful {corn, do you put off your city tire! I am 
forry to think you imagine to right yourfelf, in wronging 
that which hath made both you and us. 

Gir. I tell you, I cannot endure it; I muft be a lady: 
do you wear your quoiff, your ftamen petticoat with two 
guards, the ruffet gown: I muft be a lady, and I will be 
alady. I like fome humours of the city dames well: To 
eat cherries only at an angel a pound, gocd; to dye rich 
{carlet black, pretty; to line a grogram gown clean 
through with velvet, tolerable; their pure linen, their 
{mocks, of three pound a fmock, are to be born withall : 
but your mincing niceries, taffata pipkins, durance petti- 
coats, and filver bodkins — God’s my life, as I fhall be a 
lady, I cannot endure.it. Is he come yet? Lord, what 
a long knight ’tis! Aud ever fhe cry ’d, fhoot home— and 
yet I knew one longer — And ever’ she cry’d, fhoot home ; 
fa, la, ly, re, lo, ba. 

Mil. Well, fitter, thofe that {corn their neft, .oft fly 
with a fick wing. 

Gir. Bow-bell! 

Mil. Where -titles prefume to thrutt before fit means 
to fecond them, wealth and refpect often grow fiullen, 
and will not follow. Where ambition of place goes before 
fine/s of birth, contempt and difgrace fokow, I is a 

{cholar 
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fcholar once fay, that Ulyffes, when he counterfeited 
himfelf mad, ye 4 cats,\and foxes, and dogs together, 
to draw his plough, whiles he followed and fowed {alt,; 
But fure I judge them truly mad, that yoak citizens aid 
courtiers, tradefmen and foldiers, a gold(mith’s daughter 
and alknight. Well, fifter, pray God my father fow not 
falt too. 

Gir, Alas, ‘poor Mill! when Iam alady, Tl pray for 
thee yet» faith ; nay, and I'll vouchfafe to call thee fifter 
Mill ftill; for though thou art not like to be a lady, as 
am, yet fure thou art a creature of God’s making, and 
may’ft peradventure be faved as foon as I, (does he come 7 
Now; (lady's my comfort) what a profane ape’s here! 
Taylor Pol ners pr praee fit it, fit it! is this a right 
Scot? heen it clip clofe? and bear up round? 

Pold. Fine and ftifly, faith ; it will keep your thighs 
fo cool, an j mak e your waift {6 fmall! Here was a fault 
Mt your hody ; but I have wi ed the defe&t, with the 

ct of my fteel inftrament; which, though it have but 
one eve, can fee to rectify the imperfection of the pro- 
portion. 

Gir. Moft edifying taylor! I proteft, you taylors are 
mott fanctifiled me smbe rs; and make many a crooked thing 

ight. How muft I bear my hands? light? light 3 
Pold. O ay, now you are in the lady fafhion, you mutt 
do all things light. Tread | tee Het ay, and fall fo: 
that’s the court-amble. he ti ips ‘about the flage. 

Saf Has the court ne’er a rot? > 

Pold. Tne but a falfe gallop, lady. 


Bet.” The knight’s come, forfooth. 


Enter fir Petronel, mr. Touch/tone, mrs. Touchflone. 

Gir. Is my knight come? O the lord, my hufband! 
Sifter, do my cheeks look well? give me a little box 0’ 
the ear that I may wep to blath. Now, now! fo, 
there ! there! here he is! O my deareft delight ! lord ! 
lord! and how does my knight? 

Touch. Fie, with more modefty. 

Gir, Modefty! why, Iam no citizen now. Modefty! 
am I not to be married? y’are beft to’ keep me modett 
now | am to:be a lady. 


Sir Pet. Boldne( is a good fafhion, and cont, 
te 
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Gir, Ay, in a country lady I hope it is, as I fhall be, 
how chance ye came no fooner, knight? g 

Sir Pet, Faith, 1 was {0 entertained in the progrefs with 
one count Epernoum, a Welch knight; we had a match 
at ys aloon too with my lord Whachum, ‘for four crowns. 

Gir; At Baboon? Jefa! you and I will play at Baboon 
in “t country. 

Sir Pet. O {weet lady, ’tis a flrong play with the arm 

Gir, With arm or leg, or any other member, if it be 
a court-{port. And when fhall’s be married, my kmght: 

Sir Pet. | come now to confummiate it; and your father 
may call a poor knight, fon in law. 

Mr. Touch. Sir, oe sie come; - what is not mine to 


? 


keep, I'muft not be forry to forego. Three hundrec pound 
9 


land yearly her grandmother left her ’tis your's ; herlelf 


(as her mother’s gift) is your’s. But "if you expect aught 
from me, know, my hand and mine eyes open together ; 
I do not give blindly. Work upon that n0W. 

SieiPoe Sir, you miftruft not my means? I ama knight. 

Touch. Sir, fir, what I know not, you will give me 
leave to fay Iam ignorant of. 

Mrs. Touch. Yes, that he is a knight; I know where 
he had sity to pay the centlemen ulhers and heralds 
their fees. Ay, that he is a'knight, and fo might you 
have been too, if you had been aught elfe than an af 
as well as fome of your neigh! ‘ j 
would not ha’ been knighted, (as I am an honeft woman) 
I would ha’ dabb’d you mylfelf. I 
where withal. But as for you, daug! 

Gir. Ay, mother, I muft bea eae to-morrow : And 
by your leave, mother, (1 nee it not without my duty 
but only in the right of my hufband) I muft take place of 
you, mother. 

Mrs. Touch, That you fhall, lady daughter; and have 
a coach as w ell as | i 

Gir, Yes, mother. But, by your paves sia pa (I 
{peak it not without my duty, fe only in my hufband’s 
right) my coach-horfes muft take the w a a your coach- 
horfes, 

Touch. Come, come, the day grows low ; ’tis fupper- 
time. Ufe my houfe; the wedding fo olemnity 1S at my 
wife’s coft; thank me for nothing but 1 ay willing blefling : 
O for 
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d 
for (I cannot feign) my hopes are faint. And, fir, re- 
fpect my daughter: fhe has refufed for you, wealthy and 
honeft matches ; known good men, well monied, better 
traded, beft re; puted, 

Gir. Body a truth, citizens! citizens! {weet knight, as 
foon as ever we are married, take me to yee mercy, out 
of this miferable city; pre rently! ! carry me out of the fcent 
of Newcatftle coal, : nd the he aring of Bow- bell, I befeech 
thee, down with me, for God’s {a ke. 

Touch, ia dat wehter, I have read that old wit fings : 
The greatefi rivers flow: A om little fprings. 

Th ong h thou art fall bb not thy means at fir 
He that has maf drunk, may fooneft be a thir ft. 
Work upon that now: 

[A%, but Touchfone, Mildred, and Golding depart. 
No, no; yonder ftan t my hopes, Mildred, come hither, 
daughter: And how siorete > you your fifter’s fathion? 
how. do you fancy her choice? what doft thou think ? 

Mil I hope, as a fifter, well. 

Touch. N: iy but, nay, but t how doeft thou like her be- 
haviour and | humour ? fpeak freely. 

Mil. irs 1m loath to {pe a ill; and yet, Iam forry of 


this I cannot fpeak well. 
Touch. Well; very good; as I would with: a modeft 
anfwer. Golding, come hither: hither, Golding. How 


doeftt thou like the knight, fir Flafh? does he not look 
bic? how lik’ft thou the elephant? he fays, he has a 


mMiry. 


Sie Pray heaven, the elephant carry not his caftle on 
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paper ’Fore heaven, very well: but ferioufly, how 
doeft repute him? 

Gold. The beft I can fay of him is, I know him not. 

Touch, Ha, Golding, I commend thee ; I approve 
thee; and will ma ke it appear, my affection is ftrong to 
thee. My wife has her humour, and I will ha’ mine. 
Doeft thou fee my daughter here? fhe is not fair, well- 
favoured or fo; indifferent; which modeft meafure of 
beaut > fha ll not alitte it thy only work to watch her; 
nor fuficient mifchance to fafpedt her. Thou art tow- 
ardly; the is modeft; thou art provident; fhe ts careful. 


She’s 


fies 
She’s now mine: Give me thy hand, fhe’s now. thine. 
V ork upon that now. 

Gold. Sir, as your fon, I honour you; and as your fer- 
vant, obey you. 

Touch, Say’ft thou fo? Come shoe Mildred. Do 
you fee es fellow? He is a gentleman, (tho’ my ’pren- 
tice) sane fomewhat to take ee a youth of epee 
hope ; iended, well parted. Ate you mine? you 
are a We “k you upon that now. 

Mil. Sir, I arn all your’s; you gave me life ; your 
me and love, happine(s of af : let yor ir virtue ail direct 

; for to your wifdom I who! y difpofe myfelf 

he sen. rg ft thou fo? Be you eer peas acquainted 5 
lip her, lip her, knave! fo, fhut uy p: in, We mut 
make holiday. [Exit ( Gold. and Mila. 
This match (hall on; for Tintend to prove 
Which thrives the beft, the mean, or lofty love: 
Whether fit wedlock, vow d twixt like and like; 

Or prouder hopes, which daringly oer firike 

Their place and means. [To the audience.] "Tis henef? 
time’s expence, 

When feeming lightne(s bears a moral fenfe, 

Work upon that now. 


as 
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Act II. Scene I. 


Touchflone, Golding, and Mildred, fitting on each fide of 
the stall, 


Uickfilver! maifter Francis Quickfilver! 
maifter Quickfilver ! 


Enter Qurckfilver drunk. 
Quis . Here, fir ~~ amp. 
= 


ae So, fir; nothing but flat mr. lees filver (with- 
C : W 
out any familiar addition) 1 will fetch you! W Wien trufs 
my points, 62 
Gettin ry » 
Quick. Ay, forfooth — ump. 


Touch. 


Ey aa i @ . 
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Touch. How now, fir! the drunken hiccup fo foon this 
ea oh ey Le ee tl, a unmisienis iC } 
Oaick. ?Tis but the coldnefs of my ftomach — fir. 


Zouce,- What! have you the caule natural for it? y’are 
’ a g's ae ] ah a re al] Wee pe es yf 
1 arunxard, | DELIEVe 1{ {hall mis iome O 


ifn your léarning. lhe nuptial nighe 
t = 
ce) : i aE 3 
throat fufliciently, but the morning 
5 


e you, fir, we did but. drink (ump) 
tly bridegroom, 


footh ; we drunk to ‘his coming on 
nt to bed; and now we are up, we 
ung off: for that’s the chief honour 
and therefore we muft drink fo much the 


pital reafon! So that you go to bed 
to commit dronkenne’s ; You fulfll 


nicht’s men, ras ooth, be ftill a’ their 
and becaufe ’tis for your credit, fir, 


Youch I pray, fir, e’en to ’em again then: you're one 
of the feparated crew; one of my wife’s faction, and my 


Ps Pra eRe RTA 5) ee . + \ ay ers = 
ycung lady’s, with whom, and with their great match, I 
will have nothing-to do. 

G@ [ * 


2uick. So, fir, now I will go keep my (ump) credit 
with them; an’t pleafe you, fir. 

ouch. In any cafe, ae lay one cup of fack more a’ 
i ftomach, I befeech -you 
Quick, Yes, your sa tha ll be obey’d [ Exit. 
. This is. for my credit! Servants ever mamtain 
drunkennefs in their mafter’s houfe, for their mafter’s cre- 
lit; a good idle ferving-man’s reafon! I thank time, 
the night is paft: I ne’er wak’d to fuch coft: I think we 
have flow’d more forts of flefh in our bellies than ever 


A 
Noah’s ark received: and for wine — wh y my houfe turns 
ciddy with it: But fee, here are all the fober parcels my 


houfe can fhew. I'll eaves drop, hear what thoughts they 


tp. Tatiiea! are a eet 
utter. this morning, 
wv 


Enter 
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in (he arms Of a pr entic © 


had rather make up the garment of my af- 


‘ . s oe cr 8 (- ~ rig ote a a } Ww at (7 

fections in fome of the fame piece, than, like a fool, 

wear gowns of two colours, or mix fackcloth with fattin. 
Gold. And 4 the rich cloaths, the title of a lady, the 


fathion, obfervation, and reverence proper to fuch prefer 
ment, no more ‘inflame you, than fuch convenience as my 
poor means and indufiry can offer to your virtues 

Mil. I have obferved. that the bridle given, to 
clent BREEN Os of fortune, is feldom recover'd: -t 
one headlong in defire, fre ni one novelty to another : 
where ne ofe ranging appetites reign, there is ever more 
paffion than reafon ; no i and fo no happit 
hafty advancements are not natural. Nature hath given 
us legs, to 90 to our pbjes ts 5 not wings, to fly to them. 

Gold How dear an obje@t you are to my defir res, I 
cannot exprefs; whofe fruition would my mafter’s abfo- 
lute ons pt and yours vouch {ate me, 1 fhould be ablo-» 
lutely happy. I will ever make your contentment the 
ba of my eugear ons: I willlove you shor ae and only 
your g grief ihallbe my mifery, and your my felicity. 

Louch. iv ork upon that now! By my he nes S5 he woes 


t 


honeft ftly and orderly. He fhall be the anehc { my hope, 
Look ye, fee the ill-yok’d monfter, his fellc 


Enter Quickfilver, a towel about his neck, in his night-cap, 
Duick. Eaftward hoe! Holla, ye pamper’ d jad les of  Afia ¥ 
uch. Drunk now downright, 0” my fidelity ! 


Gold Fie! fellow Quick filver, what a pickle are you 
in? 


Quick, Pickle! pickle in thy throat. Zounds; Bee! 
Good-morrow, knight Petronel: morrow, lady Goldimith 
Come off, knight, with a counterbuff, for the honour of 
knighthood. 


Gold. Wi Vhy how now, fir, do you know where you 
are? 


O 3 
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Quick, Where 1 am! why, “fblood, you joulthead, 
where am |? 

Gold. For fhame go to bed and fleep: thou fham’ft 
both my matter and his houle. 

Quick. Shame! what fhame? I thought thou would’ 
fhew “thy brit nging up: an thou wert a g gentle man as I am, 
thou would’ft think it no fhame to be “drunk. Lend me 
forme money; fave my credit. I meuft dine with the 
ferving-men and their wives: and their wives, firrah. 

Gold. E’en who you will; Tll not lend thee three 
pence. : 

Quick. Gea lend me fome money: Ha/f 
Hyren here * 2 
Touch, Why, how now, firrah? what vein’s this, 


thou not 


> ‘ 


Quick. How does our mafter? pr’ythee cry, Eaftward 


Touch. Sirrah, firrah, you're paft your hiccup now, I 
fee ; you're drunk. 
> 


[is for your credit, matter. 
ouch, And I hear you keep a whore in town, 


Ouick, ’'Vis for your credit, mafter. 

Touch. And what you are out in cafh, I know. 

Quick. So do I: my father’s a gentleman, W ‘ork upor. 
that now. Eaftward hoe! 

Touch. Sir, Ea ftw ard hoe will make you go Weftward 


r difhonour my houfe, nor endanger 
my flock with your licenfe. There, fir; there’s your 
indenture, All your apparel is on your back: and from 
this time my door is fhut to you. From me be free; but 
for other Rieeibtas and the monies you have watfted, 
Eaftward hoé fhall not ferve you. 

Quick. Am I frees my fette ers ‘i Rent: fly with a duck 
in thy mouth: and now I tell thee, Touchftone 

Touch. Good fir! 

seulee W hen this eternal fubftance of my foul —— 

ouch, Well faid, change your gold-ends for your play- 


hoe. J] will no lor 


ae 
Quick. Did live imprifon'd in 


Fob. 
er LT 
* Piflol in Shakefpear’s Henry 1V. 2d Part, 

+ Spanifh Tragedy, Audrea’s Ghof. 
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Touch. What then, fir? 
Quick. I was a courtier in the Spanifh court, and Don 


Andrea was my name. 


Touch. Good mafter Don oe will you march ? 

Oyick. Sweet Touchftone, will you lend me two fhil- 
lings 3 ; 

Touch. Not a penny. 

Quick. Nota ail ? I have friends, and I have ac- 
qu aitance. I will pifs at thy fhop pofts, and throw rot- 
ten eggs at thy fign: Work upon that now. 

[Exit, faggering. 

Touch. Now, firrah, you, hear you; you thall ferve 
me‘no more neithr : not an hour longer. 

Gold. What mean you, fir? 

Touch. I mean to give thee Oy freedom ; and with 
thy freedom my daughter 5 ; and with my daugh ter, a fa- 
ther’s love; and with all thefe fuch a portion as fhall 
make knight Petronel himfeif envy thee. Y’are both 
agreed; are ye not? 

Ambo. With all fabmiffion both of thanks and duty. 

Touch. we then; the great power of heaven blefg and 
confirm you! And, Golding, that my love to thee ma 
not fhew lefs than my wiie’s love to my eldeft daughter, 
thy marriage feaft thall equal the knight’s and hers. 

Gold. Let me befeech you, no, fir. The fuperfluity 
and cold meat left at their nuptials will with bounty: fur- 
nifh ours. T he groffeft prodigality is fuperfluous coft : 
nor would I wifh any, only your reverned ‘prefence fhall 
{ufficiently grace and confirm us, 

Touch, Sei to mine own bofom; take her and my 
bieffing. The nice fondling, =) lady, fir — reverence 
that I muft not now 4 efume to call da uchter, is fo ravifh’ d 
with defire to hanfel her new coach, and {ee her knight’s 
Eaftward caflle, that the next morning will fweat with 
her bufy fetting forth Away will fhe and her mother : 
and while their preparation is making, ourfelves with 
fome two or three other friends,» will confummate the 
humble match we have, in God’s name, concluded. 

Tis to my wifh; for I have often read, 

Fis birth, fit age, keep long a quiet bedi 

"Tis to my wilh; for trade sfcen (well tis known) 

Ges with more cafe than gentry keeps his own, (Exit. 

Enter 
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J ilver, has drunk too 
y : Rak yay | eT = ‘ P : 
deep Oo} 6(he .bTIdé-DoW!; Dut witn..a hit le flee D he 1S 


- yu We etree, ee ea ie 
nuch recoverd: and i think 1s making himfelf ready to 


I 

be drunk 1n a 5 idanter ikeneis, My houle is as twere 

the cave, where the young out-law hords the ftol’n vails 
x ye ° Ae HW Re ere ae ye 3 . ; 

of his occupation: s\nd here, when he will revel it in his 

prodigal fimilitude, he retires to his trunk; Ae (I may 


{ay foitly) his.punk. He dares truft me with the ke eping 

or DOTN 5 for | am security LeIG ike my name 1S security y 
f 

the famous ulurer 


rare) ES pe My 1.3. oe eo 7. 
l nter Su } 14) a) P rentice $s coat ana Cap, his gal- 
j / - 


lant breeches ANA . LOcR: UZS ; Garr a 4g he Lin} As i oecurity 


following. 
Quick. Come, old Security, thou father of deftru@ion! 


th’ indented fheepikin 1s burn’d, wherein I was wrapt ; 
and I am now loole, to get more children of perdition 
kp é 4 


. g “h f we 7 = 
iy ufurous bonds. ‘Thou feed’ft my letchery, and I 
rate 5) er eer Ae els oe patel 
thy covétoulnels. ‘Thou'a te nder to me for my wench: 


a fi ae Fae aes ale Be 
and I to thee for thy coufinages K. me K, thee, runs 
throven court country. 
te pe sen oN tall Patan | ia 
OECH. Welk faid, mY lupe Quick filver. Thofe K’s 


ope the doors to all this world’s felicity. Let not mr. 
Berner i tabs he carries < ‘navery on his fhoulders. 
Th Hob in the country, that has woro 
} have as much villainy in’s head as 
he that wears gold buttoas in’s cap. 

Duick. Why, man ’tis the London highway to thrift; 
if virtue be us’d, “ts a “(cape to the ngt of villa \iny. 
They that ufe ly, thrive fimp! ly, I warrant. 
Weight and fa fhion makes goldimiths Ate olds. 


a 
— 
= 
CD 
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Enter Syndefy, with Quickfilver’s doublet, cloak, rapier, 
and dagger 

Synd. Here, fir, put off the other half of your ’pren- 
tifhip. 

Quick, Well faid, {weet Syndefy, bring forth my 

bravery 

Naw l hoot forth their filk Tene a 
Now let my trunks {hoot fo their ilks Conceal d : 
I now am free; and now will juftify 
My trunks.and punks. Avant, duil flat-cap, then! 
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Via, the curtain that ft en ed eet f 


There lie, thou hufx of my envaffall’d flate. 
1}:Sa mpfon, now have burft the Philiftine’s bands: 
And in thy lap, my lovely Dalila, 


Pil he; and {nore out my enfranchis’d ftate. 
When Sampfon was a tall young man, 
His power and firength increafea then ; 
He fold no more, ner cup, nor can; 
But did them all de/pife. 
Old Touchfione, now write to thy friends, 
For one to fell thy bafe gold ends ; 
Quickfikver n0w 09 more attends 

Thee, Touch/ftone. 

But, dad, haft thou feen my running gelding drefs’d tos 
day? 

Secu, That I have, Frank.. The oftler o’ th’ Cock 
drefs’d him for a breakfaft. 

Quick, What, did he eat him ? 

Secu. No, but he eat his breakfaft for dreffing him ; 
and fo dreft him for breakfaft. But, = Frank! Aes 
will all this be maintain’d now? your place maintain’d it 
before. 

Quick, Why, and I maintain’d my place. I'll to the 
court ; another manner of place for maintenance, I hope, 
than the filly city. I fhall be a merchant, forfooth! truft 
ay eftate in a wooden trough, as he docs What are 

thefe fhips, but. tennis-balls for the wind to sv ay withall? 
Tot from one wave to another: now unc r-line, now 
over the houfe: Sometimes brick-wall’d acainn a rock, 
fo that the guts fly out again: fometimes ftrack andes 
the wide hazard, and farew fel mr. merchant! 

Seem. Well, Eraniy well; the feas you fay are uncer- 
tain; but he that fails in your court-feas, fhall find ’em ten 
times fuller of hazard; wherein to fee what is to be feen, 
is torment more than a free fpirit can endure: But when 
you come to fuffer, how many injuries fwallow you? 
What care mutt you. ufe to humour an imperious lord’; 
proportion your looks to his looks; {miles to his {miles’; 
fit your {ails to the wind of 4 hi s breath ! 

Quick. Toth! he’s no journeyman in his craft that 
cannot do that. 

sya, But he’s worfe than a 


ere lar SE YOUN SDE Te 
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lord, but every trencher-bearer, every 
groom, that by indulgence and intelligence crept into his 
favour, and by panderifin into his chamber; he rules the 
roaft, A ’prentice , quoth you? ’tis but to learn to live, 
and does tl that difgrace a man ? he that rifes hardly, fland 
firmly; but he that rifes with eafe, alae falls as eafily. 

Quick,-A pox on you, who taught you this mora- 
lity? 

Secu. ’Tis along of this witty age, mr. Francis. But 
indeed, mrs, Syndefy, all trades complain of inconve- 
nience ; and therefore, ’tis beft to have none. The mere 
chant he c pomp ins, ahd lays, traffick is fubject to much 


only humouring th 


1 


uncertainty and lofs: let ’em keep their rind on dry 
Jand with a vengeance, and not expofe other men’s fub- 


ftances to the mercy of the winds, under protection of 
a wooden wall, as mr. Francis fays, and alt for greedy 
defire to inrich themfelves with unconfcionable ga in, two 
for one or fo; where I, and fuch other honeft men as live 
by lending of money, are content with moderate profit, 
thirty or forty i’? the hundred, fo we may have it with 
quietnefs, a and out of peril of wind and weather, rather 
ge run thofe dangerous courfes of trading as they do. 

Quick. Ay, dad, thou may’ft well be call’d Security, 
for % tho bu takeft the fafet courfe. 

Secu. Faith, the quieter, and the more contented, 
and, out of doisbt, the mate godly. For merchants in 
their courfes are never pleafed, but ever repining againft 
heaven: one prays for a wieite rly wind to carry his pe 
forth, sae for an eafterly to bring his fhip"home 
and at any fhaking ae a leaf, he falls into an agony 
to think what danger his fhip is in on fuch a coaft ; and 
fo forth. ‘The farmer he is ever at odds with the wea- 
ther: fometimes the clouds have been too barren; fome- 
times the heavens forget themfelves; their harvefts an- 
fwer not their hopes; fometimes the feafon falls out too 
fruitful; corn will bear n ) price, and fo forth. The ar- 
tificer, he’s all for a ftirring world: if his trade be too 
full, or fall fhort of. his expectation, then falls he out 
of joint. Where we, that trade in one re ate 
ney, are free from all this. We are ple eafed with all 
weathers; let it rain, or hold up; be’ calm or eid 
let the feafon be what! focver; let trade go how it will; 
we 


Se 
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ake all in good part; e’en what pleafe the heavens 
to fend us; fo the fun ftand not ftill, and the moon 
keep her ufual returns; and make up days, months, and 
years. 

Ouick. And you have good fecurity ? 

Secu. Ay, marry, Frank, that’s the fpecial point. 

shins I fay Rill, he that has wit, let him live by his 
its he that has none, let him be a ‘iradel {man, 

er Witty maifter F Francis ! 

*Tis pity any trade fhould dull that quick brain of yours. 
Do but bring ‘knight Petronel into my parchment-toils 
once, and you fhall never need to toil in any trade, o’ my 
credit! You know his wife’s lands. 

Quick, Even to a foot, fir; I have been often there: 

pretty fine feat, good fea; all intire, within itfelf, 

Secu Well wooded ? 

Quick. Two thoufand pounds worth of wood, ready to 
fell: and a fine {weet houle, that ftands fuft in the midft 
on’ts; like a prick in the midft of a circle. Would I were 
your farmer, for an hundred pound a year. 

Secu. Excell lent mr. Francis, how I do long to do thee 
good! How T do hutiBep and thirft to have the honour to 
enrich thee! ay, even to die, that thou mighteft inherit 

my living; even hunger and ‘tht rft—tor 0 my ll ag. 
mr. PiHicis, and fo tell knight Pe tronel, I do it to do him 
a pleafure 

Quick. ‘Marry, dad, his horfes are now coming up, to 
bear down his la ady : wilt thou lend him thy ftable to fet 
them in? 

Secu. Faith, mr. Francis, I would a loth to lend my 
ftable out of doors ; in a greater matter [ will pleafure him, 
but not in this. 

Quick. A pox of your hunger and thirft! Well, dad, 
let him have money. All he could any ihe get 1s bee 
flowed on a fhip, now bound for Virginia: the fame of 
which voyage is fo clofely convey’d, that his new lad 
nor any of her friends know it. Notwith@ anding, as 
foon as his lady’s hand is gotten to the {ale of her inherits 
ance, and you have furnith’d him with money, he will 
inftantly hoift {ail and away. 

pes Now a frank gale of wind go with him, maifter 
Frank! We have too few {uch knight adventurers, 


Let 
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Let his wife feal to-day, he fhall have his money 
to- day. { 
9 uick. ‘To-morrow fhe fhall, dad, before fhe ooes in- 
to the cou antsy To work her to which aétion with the 
more engines, I purpofe prefently to pre fer my {weet Sinne 
here, to the place of her gentlewoman; whom you (for 
the more credit) fhall prefent as your friend’s daughter ; 
he country, new come uf with a will 
ate to | arn fafhions ;, and fhe fhall | buz pretty de- 
ady s ear; feeding her humours fo fervice- 
ably (as Aa manner of {uch h as he i is, you know.) 


. D4icr. Phat the > hall. | keep her port open to any thing 
fie commends. to her. 


CO 


Secu. 0 my ca a moft fafhionable project! As 
good fhe fpoil the lady, as the lady fpoil her: for ’tis 
three to one of one fide. eS wset mrs. Syndefy, how are 


bound to mafter Francis! I do not doubt to fee you 
fhortly wed one of the head men of our city. 

Synd. But, {weet Frank, when fhall my father Security 

refent me? 

Duick. | have broken the ice to it already: and will 
prefently to the knight’s houfe: whither, my good old 
dad, let me pray thee, with all formality to man her. 

Secu. Command me, maifter Francis; 7 do hunger and 
thirft to do thee fervice. one {weet mrs: Synne, take 
leave of my Winifred, and we will inftantly meet Frank, 


+ 


maifter Francis, at your lady's, 


+ Tre ef 
Enter Vj inifred abowe, 


Win. Whereis my cuz there? Cuz! 


Secu. Ay Wint ny I 

Win. Wilt thou come in, fweet-cuz? 

Sect. Ay, Winony, prefent tly [ Exit. 
Dyick O *tis a notable j J ew’s-trump! I hope to live to 


fee dog’s meat made of his flefh, dice of baie bones, and 

indentures of his fkin. And. yet his fkin is too thick to 
make pane ae ment; *twould make good boots for a peter 

men to catch falmon in. Your only {mooth {kin to make 

fine vell ek is your puritan’s {kin; they be the {mootheft 

and fleekeft knaves in a countr ve 

Enter 
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Enter fir Petronel, in boots, with @ viding wand. 

Per, Y'll out of this wicked town as fat as my horfe car 
trot: here’s now no good action for a man to {pend his 
time in. ‘Taverns grow dead, ordinaries are blown up, 
plays are atva wey  houles of hofpital ity ata fall; nota 
feather v waving : Tif away inftantly. 


Quick, ee had beft take fome crowns jin ina purfes 


knight ; of elfé your eaftward caftle will fmoak but mi- 
Pet, O Frank! my cafile: alas! all the caftles I have 
are bi ip with air, thou know’ft. 

Quick. 1 know it, knight; and. therefore wonder 
whitl ee your lady is going, 

Pet. Faith, to feek her fortune, I think. I faid, I 
had a caftle and land eaftward; and eaftward the le 
without contradiction. Her coach and the coach of the 
fun muft meet full butt: and the fun being out-thined 
with her ladyfhip’s glory, fhe fears he goes “weltward to 
hang himfelf. 

Quick. And I fear, when her inchanted caflle becomes 
invifible, her ladyfhip will return and follow his example. 

Pet, O that fhe would have the ee for T fhall never 
be able to pacify her, when fhe fees herfelf deceived {0. 

Quick, As inbei ascan-be. Tell her the miftook your 
directions ; and that fhortly yourfelf will down with her 
to approve it; and then, cloath but her crouper in a new 
gown, and you may drive her any way you lit: for thefe 
women, fir, are like Effex calves, you mutt wriggle ’em 
on by the tail flill, or they will never drive orde rly. 

Pet. But alas! fweet Frank, thou know’ft my ability 
will not furnifh her blood with thok e coflly humours. 

Quick. Caft that coft on me, fir. I have fj {poken to my 
old p pander, Security, for money. 

Pet. Wil out of town, though ei fojourn with a friend of 
mine : for flay here I muft not; my creditors have iaid 
to arreft me; and I have no friend under heaven but my 
{word to bail me. 

Quick. God’s me, knight, put ’em in fafiicient fureties, 
rather than let your fword a il you: let em ‘take their 
choice; either the King’s- bei or the Fleet, or which 
of the two Counters they | ike beft; for, by the lord, I 
like none of ’em. 


P Well, 


Se ee eee ee 
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Well, Frank, there is no jefting with my earneft 
neceffity ; thou know’ft if I make not “prefent money to 
further my voyage begun, all’s loft, and all-I have laid 
out about it. 

Quick. Why then, fir, in earneft, if you can get your 
wife la ay to ba! her hand to the fale of her inheritance, 
the bl od- hound Security will fmell oat ready money for 


oO 
a] 
> ¢ 
Season 
Me 


Pet. T hen 2 {pake an angel! To bring her to which 
conformity, 1 muft feign myfelf extremely amorous, See 
Frank, here comes my lady Lord, how fhe views thee! 
fhe knows thee not, I think, in this. bravery. 


Enter Girtred, 
Gir. How now? who are you, I pray? 
Quick. One maifter Francis Quickfilver, an’t pleafe 
your ladyfhip. 
Gir, Go ee my dignity! as] am a lady, if he did not 
make me blufh fo that mine eyes flood a-water: would ] 
were unmarrie 4 again ! 


od 


Enter Security and Syndefy. 
Where’s my woman, I pray? 
Oyick, See, madam, fhe now comes to attend you. 
Secu. God fave my ‘honourable knight, and his wor- 
fhip’s lady? 
Gir, You are very welcome ; you mutt not put on your 


Secu. No, madam: till I know your ladythip’s further 
preafure, I will not prefume. 

oti And is tht is a gentleman’s daughter new come out 

f th 1e count y: 

Nia, She 1s, madam ; and one that her father hath a 
fpecial care to beftow in fome honourable lady’s fervice ; 
to put her out of her honeft humours, forfooth ; for fhe 
had a great defire to be a nun, an’t pleafe you. 

Gir, A nun! what nun? a nun fubflantive, or a nun 
adjective? 

Secu. A nun fubflantive, madam, I hope, if a nun 
be a noun. But I mean, lady, a vow’d maid or that 
order. 

Gir. Pil teach her to be~a maid of the order I war- 
rant you —-and can you do any work belongs to a lady’s 


chamber? Synd. 
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Synd. What I cannot do, madam, I would be glad to 
lest: 

Gir. Well faid; hold up then; hold up your head, I 
fay ; come hither a little. 

Sra. i thank your ladyfhi ip. 

Gir. And. hark you, good man, bse ma y put on your 
hat now I do not look on you —I mutt have you of my 
fathion now; not of my knight’s, aaents 

Syud. No, forfooth, madam; of yours. 

Gir. Rak draw all my fervants in my bow; and keep 

j fel; and tell me tales; and put me riddles; and 
read on a book fometimes, when I am bufy ; and laugh 
at country gentlewomen ; -and command any thing in the 
houfe for r my retainers ; and care not what you fy end, for 
it is all mine; and in any cafe, be ftill a maid, la ak 
ever you do, or whatfoever any man can do unto you. 

ist | warrant your ladythip £ for tha 

Very well: you hall ride in my coach with me 
nite the country to-morrow morning. Come, knight, £ 
pray thee, let’s make a fhort fu upper, and to bed pre- 
fently. 

Secu, Nay, good madam, this night I have-a fhoré 
fupper at home waits on his worfhip’s 5 acceptat ion, 

Gir, By my faith, but he fhall not go, fir; I fhall 
fiwoon an’ he fup from me. 

Pet, Pray thee forbe: ar; fhall he lofe his provifion'? 

Gir, Ay, by’rlady, fir; rather than Elofe my longing; 

come in I fay : as Tam a lady, you fhall not gO. 

Secu. If you will not {up “from your knight, madam; 
hn me entreat your ladyfhip to fap at my houfe with 
ee 


» No, by ay faith, fir; then we cannot be a-bed 
ihax on enough after {up per. 
Pet, Well, mr. Security, you 
as I; I hope you are bound as w 
young wives, you know. 


are new married as well 
j y 
Il; we muft honour out 


a 
a 


Quick. Tn policy, dad, till to-morrow fhe hes feal’d. 

Secu. I hope in the morning yet, your knighthood will 
breakfaft with me 

Pet. As early as 5 yc ou will, fir, 

Secu. TV thank your goed worthip; I do hunger and thir ft 
#020 you good, fir. 


Pa Gi 
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Gir, Come, {weet knight, come; I do hunger and thir ff 
to be a-bed with thee. [Exeunt, 


A SS TOT RI TOES IIT | 


WT. Scene Tf. 


Enter Petronel, QDuickfily hy Security, Bramble, and 
Wi ini Lyi ‘ved, 
Pet. “WF “ Hanks for ‘your feaft-like breakfaft, good mr. 


# Security. I am forry.I am without me ans, 
by any kind amends, to ew how affeCtionately I take 
your kindnefs; and to confirm, 7 fome. worthy cere- 
mony, a perpetual league of friendfhip betwixt us. 

Secu. Excellent knight, let this be a token betwixt us 
of inviolable friendfhip: I am new married to this fair 
gentlewoman you know. and, by my hope to make her 
fruitful, though I be fomething i in years, 1 vow. faithfully 
into you, to make you eodfather (tho’ in. your abfence) 
to the firft child I am blefs’d withall: and henceforth call 
me goffip, I befeech you, if you pleafe to accept it. 

Per. In the higheft degree of gratitude, my moft 
worthy goffip ; for conf firmation of which friendly title, let 
me entreat my fair goffip, your wife here, to accept 


im se iat and kee; Dp it as my gift to her hie sie ds 


pe me. 
Secu. How now, my coy wedlock! make you ftrange 
of fo se Aa a favour? take it I charge you, with all af. 


fe@tion ; and (by way of taking your leave) prefent bold- 


ly your lips to our honourable goffip. [They kifs. 

Pet. Habe may this kind touch of our lips print. in our 
hearts all e forms of alfechen: And now, my good 
goffip, if a writings be ready, to which my wife fhould 


{eal, let them be brought ff s morning, before fhe takes 
coach into the country, “and ny kindnefs {hall work her 

to difpatch it. 
Secu. The writings are ready, fir. My learned coun- 
fel here, mr, Bramble the lawyer, hath perus’d a. 
an 


ard Eloe. 


and within this hour I will bring the ferivener with then 
to your worfhipful lady. 

Pet. Good mr. Bramble, I will here take my leave of 
you then: God fend you fortunate pleas, fir, and conten- 
tious cients, 

Bram. And you foreright winds,. fir, anda fortunate 


vovace 
VEY aC 
doe 1 
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Enter a Meffinger. 
Meff Sir Petronel, here are three or four gentlemen 
defire to fpeak with you. 
Pet. What are they ? 


Quick. They are your followers in this voyage, | 


3 knioht, 
captain Seagull, and his affociates; I met them this morn- 


ing, and told them you would be here. 
Pet. Let them enter, I pray you. I know they long 
to be gone, for their flay is dangerous. 


Enter Seagull, Scapethrift, and Spendall: 

Sea. Save my honourable colonel. 

Pet. Welcome, good captain Seagull, and worthy gens 
tlemen! If you will meet my friend Frank here, and me, 
at the Blue-Anchor tavern by Billinfgate this evening, we 
will there drink to our happy voyage, be merry, and take 
boat to our {hip with all expedition. 

Spend. Defer it no longer, I befeech you, fir, left your 
fhip and goods fhould be attach’d, : 

Quick. Well advifed, captain; our colonel fhall have 
money this morning to difpatch all ‘our departures, 
Bring thofe gentlemen at night to the place appointed ; 
and with our fkins full of vintage, we'll take oceafion by 
the ’vantage, and away. 

Spend. We will not fail but be there, fr. 

Pet. Good-morrow, good captain, and my worthy af: 
fociates! health and all fovereignty to my beautiful cof- 
fip. For you, fir, we fhall fee you prefently with the 
writings, 

Secd. With writings and crowns to my honourable softs 


fip; Ido hunger aud thirft to do you good, fir, Exeyne, 
P 3: Engep 
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Enter mrs. Fond, and mrs. Gazer: 
Fond. Come, {weet mrs. Gazer, let’s watch here, and. 
{ee my lad y Flath take coach, 


Gaz. O’ m iy .word, he re’s.a moft fine. piace:to ftand in, 
Did y sg fee the new fhi ip ie mch’d laft day, mrs. Fond ? 

Foud. O God, and. we citizens. fhould:lofe fuch a 
fight i 

Gaz. I warrant here will be double as many people to 
fee her take coach, as.there were to fee vee ke water. 


Fond. O! fhe’s married to a- fine caftleh i th’ country, 


Gaz, But there are no giants in the caftle, are there? 

Fond. O, no! they fay.her knight kill’d ’em all, and 
therefore he was knighted. 

Gaz. Would to God her r ladyfhip would come away! 


Enter Girtred, mrs, Touchftone, Syndefy, Hamlet, ana. 
Potkin 

She comes! fhe comes ! se ae 

Gaz. Fond. Pray heaven blefs your ladyfhip! 

Gir. Thank you, good saan my, coach, for : the 

love of heaven, my coach! in good truth, .I fhall fwoon 


< 


Ham. Coach! coach! my lady’s coach.! LE xit. 
Gir, As 1am a lady, I think 1 am. with child already, 


h fo. May one be with child afore they 
are married, mother ? 


RIT ey ohh oH a pala S oa 
Mrs. Touch. Ay, by’r lady, madam;.a little thing does 


Enter. Hamlet: 

Tam. Your.coach is coming, madams 
rir. That’s» well faid.; now, heaven! methinks am 
e’en up to the pie in preferment. 

Mrs. Touch. But muft this young man, : ee pleafe you, 
te dé ae run by your coach al the way afoot? 

Ay, byt he faith, | warrant him. 

a Touch. Alas! ’tis e’en pity, methinks; .for God’s 
fake, buy him a hobby- horfe ; a the pac ‘youth have 
fomething betwixt his legs to eafe em; alas! wemuft do 


as we would be done to: 


Gir 
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wy . 1 ie al ’ 
Gir, Go to, hold your peace, dame,.you talk Jike an 


i LK 
} 


old fool, I tell you. 


Enter Petrone! and 2) Dude kfile Dn tae 

Pet. Wilt thou be gone, {weet pOagy -Lic¥le; before I 
can go with thee? 
vr. I pray thee, fweet knight, let me; I. do fo-lone 
to drefs up thy caftie afore oneonp ie but I marvel hovy 
my modeft fifter occupies herfelf this morning, that the 
cannot wait-on.me to my coach, as, well as her. oahu er, 

Quick. Marry, madam, fhe’s: married by- this time to 
’prenti ice Golding : your then, and fome one more, ftole. 
to church with ’ ioe in all-hafte ; that the cold meat left 
at your vedding, might furnith their nuptial table, 

Gir, There’s a bafe fellow, my father; now : but he’s 
e’en fit to father oe dz aughte rf he muft ca all me danol 
ter no more now: but, madara, indee ia Out upon him ! 
marry his doubt ter to a bafe ’prentic 

Mrs. Touch... What berks one do} > “h thefe no law for 

ne that marries a woman’s daughtet C 
how fhall. we punifh bite madam ?. 

Gir. As Iam alady, an ’twould fnow, we’ll pelt 
with fnow balls as they come from church | , f 

Efis head as white as milk, all flaxen was his hair * ; 

But nom. he is dead, and laid in his bed, 

And never will come again, 


oa 
ev 


Hater Touchftone, Golding, Mildred, with rofemary 
ere ever fuch a lad yt % 

Quick See, madam, the bri degroom ! 

Gir, Give you joy! miftrefs, Now, out 1 
baggage! my fifter married. in a. taffeta hat 
hang you! weftward, wat a wanion Cye! Nay, I ha 


Ve 
lone wi’ ye,minion ;. never look to have m my countenance 
any mote, not any Hp: ng Iecan do for thee. ‘Thou. ride 


In my coach? or come down to my caftle? fie upon thee! 


I charge thee, in my ladythip’s name, call me fitter no 
more. 


Touch. An’¢ pleafe your ladythip, this is not your fitter 
this 


two 
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this is,my daughter, 2 d fhe calls me father; and fo does 
not | your ladythip, aK pleafe you, madam. 

. Touch. No, nor fhe muft not call thee father by 
eral ri becaufe thou mak’ft thy "prentice thy fon as 
well as fhe. ~Ah, thou mifs-prou id’ prentice, dareft thou 
prefume to marry a lady’s iter ? 

Gold. It pleafed my ma ‘gent to teed me with h 
favour. And though [ confefs myfelf far unworthy fach 
2 worthy wife; yet (fince I m: a ay it wit haut boafting) 
Tam born a gentle man ; and by i trade | have learn’ ‘d 
of my matter (which, I truft, taints no t my blood) able 
with mine own ind luftry and portion to maintain your 
daughter : rs nope 1s, ‘heaven will fo ble efs our humble 
beginning, that, in the end, I thall be no diferace to the 
grace me whic h my mafter ‘hath bound me his double 


y Touch, Mafter me no more, fon, if thou think’ft me 
worthy to be thy father. 

Gir, Sun? Now, good Lord, how he fhines, and you 
mark him! he’s a gentleman! 

Gold. Ay, indeed, madam,~a gentleman born. 

Per. Never ftand a’ your gentry, mr. bridegroom; if 
your legs be no better than your arms, you'll ‘be able to 
ftand on neither iyiae} 

Touch. An’t pleafe you, fir knight, there are two forts 
of gentlemen. 

Pet. What mean you, fir? 

Touch oad to aie an my hat to your worfhip ——— 

Pet. Nay, pray forbear, fir; and then forth with your 
two forts P gentlemen. 

Touch. Xf your worthip will have it fo, I fay there are 
two forts of gentlemen: There is a gentleman artificial, 
and a centleman natural; now, though your worfhip be a 

yentleman natural — Work spon that now. 

Quick. Well faid, old Touch ; 1 am proud to hear thee 
enter 2 fet fpeech, i’faith: on, I befeech thee. 

Touch. Cry you mercy, fir 5 your worfhip’s a gentle- 
man I do not know: if you be one of my acquaintance, 
y’are very much difguifed, fir, 

Quick. Go to, old Quipper ; forth with thy fpeech, I 
fay. 

Touch. What, fir, my fpeeches were eyer in vain to 
your 
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your gracious worfhip: and therefore till I {peak to your 
J ) : : ) 
gallantry indeed, I will fave my breath for my broth 
anon. Come, my poor fon and daughter! let us hide 
ourfelves in our poor humility, and live fafe: Ambition 
confumes itfelf with the very fhow. ‘Work upon that 
700. 

Gir. Let him go, let him go, for God’s fake: let him 
make his ’prentice his fon, for God’s fake: give away his 
daughter, for God’s fake: and when they come a beg- 
ging to us for God’s fake Farewell, {weet knight, pray 
= YY r < 
thee make hafte after. 

Pet. What fhall I fay? I would not have thee go. 


q 


Enter Security with a ferivener. 

Secu, Good-morrow to my worfhipful lady. JI prefent 
your ladyfhip with this writing ; to which if you pleafe to 
fet your hand, with your knight’s, a velvet gown fhalb 
attend your journey a’ my credit. 

Gir. What writing is it? 

Pet. The fale, {weetheart, of the poor tenement F told 
thee of ; only to make a little money, to fend thee down 
furniture for my caftle; to which my [Svgus the paper.} 
hand fhall lead thee. 

Gir, Very well: now give me your pen, I pray. 

Quick. It goes down without chewing, i’faith! 

Scriv. Your worfhips deliver this as your deed > 

Ambo, We do. 

Gir. So now, knight, farewell till I fee thee. 

Pet. All farewell to my {weetheart. 

Mrs. Touch. Goodboy, fon knight. 

Pet, Farewell, good mother. 

Gir, Farewell, Frank, I would fain take thee down, if 
T could. 

Quick, I thank your good ladyfhip; farewell, miftrefs 
Syndefy. {Eaccunt. 

Pet. O tedious voyage, whereof there is no end! 

What will they think of me? 

QDuick, Think what they lift; they lone’d for a vagary 
ito the country, and now they are fitted; fo a woman 
Marry tOsride in a coach, fhe cares not if fhe rides to her 
ruin. "Lis the great end of many of their marriages : 
“Lhis 
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» I care little what they think. 
has his hands full of no« 
this world: fhould be like 
he wounds of others, and 


knight, you fhall not need 
or endure her Out. cries, when fhe re- 
ow be gone before, where they cannot 


Pet. Well, my ie compeer, you have now the af- 

furance we both can make youl; gn! me now intreat you, 

the money we agreed on may bé brought to the Blue 

Anchor, near to Billinfgate, by fix a’ clock, where I oi 

my chief friends bound. for this voyage, will with feaft 
attend you. 


S CCH, 


& 


he money, my, honourable compeer, fhall with- 
out fail obsfen ve your a ! 20in ted: b nour. 
Pet. Thanks, my dear goffip, — I muft now impart 
To your approved love a lovi: ng fecret, 
As one on whom my, life doth more rely, 
In friendly truft, than; any man alive: 
Nor fhall you be the chofen fecretars 
Of my affections, for affection only ; 
For I proteft, if heav’n blefs my re turn, 
To make you partner in my action’s gain 
As deep! ly,- as 1f you had ventur’d with me 
Half my expences. Know thet honeft got ip, 
ioy’d, with fuch d jivine contentme nt, 


bed, whom you well know 


> | 
ae 
EI njoy this tedious voyage, 
Io rt of the eas elae 
Nor live rt of the time it ae, 
Wi ce; lo / thivft and. hunger 
« 
Tn faalt at } ae eerie 
Lex€ L€alrt of ner company. 
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Pet, The woman is your learned council's iat 
‘The lawyer, mafter Bramble: whom would 
Bring out this even, in honeft neighbourhood, 
To take his leave with you, of me your go flip: 
I, in the mean time, will fend this my friend 
Home to his houfe, to bring’ his wife difguis 
Before his ace, into our company, 

To free her ae his tyra nnous jealoufy ; 

And I would take this courfe before thee 

In. ftealing Weis ae to make us {port. 

And Lam fure that no man like yourfelf 

Hath credit with him to entice his jea loufy, 

To fo long ftay abroad, as may give trme 

To her-enla argement, in fuch fafe dif feuife. 
Secu. A pretty, pithy, and moft pleafant project! 

A lawyer is ambitious ; and his head 

Cannot be prais’d nor rais’d too high 

With any fork of higheft | knavery. 

ie go fetch her Araight. [Exit Security. 

. So, fo! Now, Frank » £0 thou | home to his houfe, 

ey of his lawyer’s, saith brin his wife hither; 

Who, juft like to the law yer’s. wife, is poi ifon’d 

With vis {tern ufvrous § jealouly, anh cou ild never 

Be over-reach’d thus, but with over-reaching. 


ad; 


ite 


Enter Security, 

Secu. And, mr. Francis,» watch you the inflant time 
To enter eat his exit. 

Quick. How the old villain joys in villainy ! 

Sect, And hark you, goffip, when you have her here, 
Have your boat re: dy 5 fhip her to’ yeur fhip 
With utmoft hafte, left mr. Bramble Aa you. 
To o’er-reach that head that out-reacheth al! ll heads, 
"Tis a trick rampant; ’tis a ve ry quiblin. 
I hope, this har vett, ‘to pitch cart with'| lawyers, 
Their heads will ba fo forked. FE 

Quick, Was ever rafcal honey’d fo with poifon? 
Well, Til go fetch his wife =>, whilft he the law yer’s, 

Pes, But Hayy: Frank, let’s think how we may difguife 
ner upon this fudden. 


Quick, God’s me, there’s the mifehief; but hark you 


thes 
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here’s an excellent device; a rare one: I will carry @ 
failor’s gown, and cover her; anda player’s beard. 
ee And what upon her head 3 j 
ue ‘ck. A failor’s cap. 
ie failorte cap? how fhall fhe put it off 
she sn thou prelent ft her to our company 2 ? 
Ouick Tuth, man, for that, make her a faucy fuilor. 


Enter Security, with his wife’s gown. 
Secu. Knight, coe a rare device! 
2 ’Soor af ©, . 
Per. Soons, yet again 
Quick. Whi firafagem have you now? 


Sect, You talk of di(zuifing — 
Pet. Ay; marry, golf ip, that’s our prefent care, 
Secu, Caft care away then; here’s the beft device: 
Here’s my wife’s gown, 
Which you may put upon the lay wyer’s wife ; 
And which I brought you, fir, for two great reafons ; 
One is, that matter Bhs mble may take hold 
Of fome fufpicion that it is my wife ; 
And rare me fo, perhaps, with his law wit: 
The other (which ts policy indeed) 
Is, that my wife may now be tied at home, 
Having no more but her oid gown abroad ; 
And not fhew me a quirk, whilft I firk others. 
Is not this rare? 
Ambo. Vhe beft that ever was. 
ecw, Am not I born to furnifh gentlemen? 
Per. O my dear goffip! 
Sect. Well, hold, mafter Francis; watch when the 
put it in; and now — I will go fetch 
him, [Goes to the door. 
Quick. Q my dad! —he goes as it were the devil to 
fetch the lawyer; and devil fhall he be, if horns will 
make him one. 
Pet. Way, how now, goffip, why ftay you there 
mufing? 
Secs. A toy, a toy runs in my head, i’faith. 
Quick. A pox of that head, 1s there more toys yet ? 
Pet. What is it, pray thee, goffip ? 
Secu. Why, fir? what. if you fhould flip away now 
with my wife’s beft gown, I having no fecurity for ie - 
Quick, 


Eafiward Hoe. 97 


Buick, For that, Lhope, dad, you will take our words, 
Sec. Ay, by the mafs, your Rird | that’s a proper ftafk 

For wife Se curity to lean upon. 

But ’tisno matter, once I'll truft my name 

On your crack’d credits. -Fetch-the wench, Frank. [ Exit. 
Quick. Vil wait upon you, fir, 

And fetch ycu over, you were never fo fetch’d! 

‘Go to the tavern knight ; your followers 

‘Dare not be drunk, T think, before their captain. [Ex/t. 
Pet. Would I might lead them to no hotter fervice, 

iil our Virginian gold were in our. purfes. fExit, 


Enter Seagull, Spendall, and-Scapethrift, in a taverty 
with a drawer, 

Sea. Come,. drawer, pierce -your neateft hogtheads, 
and let’s have chear, not fit for ae Billinfgate tavern, 
but for our Virginian Colonel ; Pe will be here inftantly. 

Draw. You fhall have all t things fit, fir; pleafe you 
have any more wine? 

Spend. More wine, flave? whether we drink-it or no, 
{pill rt and draw more. 

Scap, Fill all the pots in your houfe with all forts of 
liquor, and let them wait on us here, like foldiers in their 
pewter coats; and though we do not employ them now, 
yet we will] maintain ’em till we do. 

Draw. Said like an honourable captain; you fhall. have’ 
all you can command, ~fir. (Exit. Drawer. 

Sea. Come, boys, Virginia longs till we fhare the reft 
of her maidenhead. 

Spend, Why, is the inhabited already with any Englith ? 

Sea. A whole country of Englifi is there, man; bred 
of thofe that were left there in 79. ‘They have married 
with the Indians, and make ’em bring forth as beautiful 
faces as any we have in England.; and therefore the Indians 
are fo in love with them, that all the treafure they have 
they lay at their feet. 

Scap. But is there fach treafure there, captain, as I 
have heard ? 

Sea. I tell thee, gold is more plentiful there than cop- 
per is with us; and for as much red copper as I can bring, 
Wl have thrice the weight in gold. Why, man, all their 
cripping-pans and. their chamber- pots are. pure gola; and. 
Q. all 
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all the chains with which they chain up their flreets are 
mafly gold; all the pr ifonérs they take are fetter’d in gold ; 
and for rubies and ¢ liamonds, they go forth on holidays, 
and gather them by the fea- fhore, to hang on their chil- 
dten’: s coats, and ftick in their children’s caps, as come 
roonly as our children wear groats with holes in them. 
Scap. And is it a pleafant country withal? 
Sea. As ever the fun fhined on; temperate, and full of 
all forts of excellent viands; wild boar is as common there 
as our tameft bacon is here ; venifon as mutton. And then 
you fhall live freely there, without ferjeants, or courtiers, 
or lawyers. 
Spend. Gods me! and how far is it thither? 
Sea. Some fix weeks fail, no more, with any indiffe- 
rent good wind. See, our colonel’s come. 


Enter fir Petronel, with his followers. 

Pet, Well met, good captain Seagull, and my noble 
gentlemen! now the fweet hour of our freedom is at hand, 
Come, drawer, fill us fome caroufes, and prepare us for 
the mirth that will be occafioned prefently. Here will be 
a pretty wench prefently, that will bear us company all 
our voyage. 

Sea. Whofoever fhe be, here’s to her health, noble 
colonel, both with cap and knee. 

Pet. ental kind captain Seagull, fhe’s one I love 
dearly, and muft not be known till we be free from all 
that know us: rai: fo, gentlemen, here’s to her health. 

Ambo. Let it come, worthy colonel, we do hunger and 
thi ie for it. 

’Afore heaven, you have hit the phrafe of one that 
ae stbAce will touch; from the foot to the forehead, 
if ye knew if. 

Spend. Why then we will join his forehead with her 
health, Gr; and, captain Scapethrift, here’s to ’em both, 


Enter Security and Brambles 
Secu. See, fee, mafter Bramble! ’fore heaven’ their 
voyage cannot but profper, they are .o’ their knees for 
faccefs to it. 
Bram. And tl ney pray to god Bacchus. 
Seow, Save my brave colonel, with all his tall Pe 
an 
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and corporals; ee, fie; a) worlhipful i countel, 
mr. Bramble, is come to take his leave of yo 

Pet. Worlhiptul mr, Bramble, how far do ane draw us 
into the {weet-brier of your kindne is? come, captain Sea- 
gull, another health to this rare Bramble, that hath never 
a thorn about him. 

Sca, We ip his moft fmooth difpofition, fir: conte, 
mafter S Security, bend your Aioiieters, and pledge this 
notorious health here. 

Seca. Bend your knees likewife, mr. Bramble, for it is 
yeu fhall pledge me. 

Sea. Not fo, mr, Security, he muft-not pledge his own 
health. 

Secu. No, mafter captain? 


Enter Quickfilver, with Winny dt [gui fed. 

Why then, Here's s one is Eitl ly come to do him that honour, 

Duick. Here’s the centlewoman, your cou{ in, fir, whom 
with much entreaty T have brought to take hey leave of 
you in a tavern; afham’d whereof, you mutt pardon her 
if fhe put not off her mafk. 

Pet. Pardon me, fweet coufin; my kind defire to fee 
you before I went, made me ie importunate to entreat 
your prefence here. 


Secu, How, mr. Francis, have you honour’d this pre- 
fence with a fair centlewoman? 

Duick, Pra 20) Le take you no notice of her; for fhe 
will not be known to you. 

Secu. But my te die es mr. Bramble Boies I hope 
may know her. 

Quick. No more than you, fir, at this time; his learn- 
ing muft pardon her. 

Sect, Well, God pardon her for my part; and I do 
Pll be fworny and fo, matter eats, here’s to all that 
are going eaftward to-night towards Cuckol ld’s-haven ; 
and fo to the health of matter Bramble 

Qaick ck. I pledge it, fir: hath it gone > round, ne ? 

Sea, Tt has fweet Frank > and the round clofes with 
thee. 

Quick. Well, fir, here’s to: all eaftward, and towards 
cuckolds and fo to famous Cuckold’s-ha aven, fo fatally Te- 

member’d, [ He rifes. 


Pet. 
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Pet, Nay, pray thee, cuz, weep not.—Goffip Security.. 

Secu. Ay, my brave goffips 

Pet. A word I befeechyou,. fir: Our friend,, miftrefs 
Bramble | here, is fo diffolv’d in tears, that fhe drowns 
the jenels mirth of our meeting ; {weet goflip, take her 


Secu, Pity « of all true love, miflrefs Bramble, what, weep 
you to, enjoy your love? what's. the caufe, lady? Firft, 
becaufe your hnfband is fo near, and 5 r heart ears ta 
have a litle abufed him? Alas! alas 1 the offence. 1s [go 
common to be refpe¢ted. 


Enter araneyr, 

Draw. Sir Petronel, here” s one of your watermen 
come totell you it will be flcod thefe three hours, and 
that it will be dangerous going againft the tide; for the 
iky is c ews and there was a porpoife even now fecn 
at London-bridgé, which is always the meflenger of tem- 
pefts, he fays. 

Pet.. A. porpoife! what’s. that to the purpofe? charge 
him, if he love bis life, to attend us; can we not reach 
Blackwall (where amy fhip lies) again the tide, and in 
fpight of tempefls ? Captains and gentlemen, we'll begin 
a new ceremony at he ~ ginning of our voyage, W hich & 
believe will be followed of all future adventurers, 

Sea.. What’s that, good colonel? 

Pet. This, captain Seagull: we'll have. our provided 
fupper brought aboard fir Francis Drake’s fhip, that hath 
comp2{s'd the world; where with full cbps and ba mnquets 
we will do facrifice for a profperous voyage, My mind 
gives me that fome good: {pirit of the waters fhould haun 
the defart ribs of her, and be chest to all that honour 


her memory, and will with like orgtes enter their voyages. 


Sea. Rarely conceited one he with more fo this motion, 
hd een to > perform it. He that will not this night be 
drunk, nay he never be fober. 
[Th yey compass in Winntfred, dance the drunken round, 
ane drink corou/ses, 


Bram. Sir Petronel, and his honourable capte am 
the! e young fervices we old fervitors may be {pare as Ne 
only came to take our leaves, and with one health to.yeu 


all 
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ail, T’ilbe bold to do fo. Here, neighbour Security, to 
the health of fir Petronel and all his captains. 

Secu, You muft bend then, mafter Bramble; fo, now I 
am for you; I have one corner of my brain, I hope, fit 
to-bear one caroufe more. Heae, lady, to you that are 
incompafs’d there, and are. afhamed of our company. 
Ha, ha, ha! by my troth, my learned connfel, mafter 
Bramble, my mind runs fo of cuckold’s-haven to-night, 
taat my head turns round with admiration. 

Bram. But isnot that your wife, neighbour? 

Secu. No, by my troth, mafter Bramble ;-ha, ha, ha! 
a pox of all Cuckold’s-havens,. I fay. 

Lram. I’ my faith, her garments are exceeding like 
your wife’s, 

Seca. Cucullas non facit Monachum, my learned coun- 
fel; all are not cuckolds that feem {o, nor all feem that 
are fo. Give me your hand, my learned counfel; you 
and I will fup fomewhere elfe than at fir Francis Drake’s 
hip to-night. Adieu, my noble gefiip. 

Bram, Good fortune, brave captains; fair fkies God 
fend ye. 

Ommnes. Farewell, my hearts, farewell. 

Pet. Goffip, laugh no more at Cuckold’s- haven,. goffip, 

Secu. I have done, I have done, fir, . Will you lead, 


mafter Bramble? ha, ha, ha! [Exit 
Pet. Captain Seagull, charge a boat. 
Onmes. A boat, a boat, a boat ! [ Exeunt. 


Draw. Y'are in a proper taking indeed to take a boat, 
efpecially at this time of night, and againft tide and tem- 
pefl; they fay that drunken men never take harm; this 
night will try the truth of that proverb. [Ewit. 


Enter Security. 

Sec. What, Winny?) Wite, I fay? Out of doors at 
this time! where fhould I feek the Gad fly ? Billinfgate, 
Billinfgate, Billinfgate! She’s gone with the knight; fhe’s 
gone with the knight; wo be to thee, Billinfgate. A 
boat, a boat, .a boat! a full hundred marks for a boat! 

[Exite 


Ad 
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A&t IV. Scene J. 


Enter Slitgut, with a pair of ox. horns, difcovering Cucx 
kola’s-haven above 


Slit. LL hail, fair haven of married men only! 
for there are none but married men cuckolds. 
For my part, I prefume not to arrive here, but in my 
mafter’s behalf ( (a poor butcher of Eaft-cheap) who fends 
fet up (in honour of faint Luke) thefe neceflary 
enfiens of his home ive; end up [ gat this morning, thus 
early, to get up to the top of ie fa mous tree, that is alk 
fruit and no leaves, to advance this ereft of my mafter’s 
occupation. Up then; heaven and faint Luke blefs me, 


tT 


that I be not blown into the Thames asI climb, with 
this furious tempeft. Slight, I think the devil be abroad, 
s of a florm, to rob me of my horns Lond 
what a coil the Thames keeps! fhe bears fame unjuft 
burden, I believe, that fhe k icks and curvets thus to caft 
s all honeft. paffengers that ate upon her 

or the bit is out of ber mouth I fee, and fhe 
will run away with ’em. — So; fo; I think I have-made 
righ it way it runs a 4a ft London -bridge {as it 
were) even full butt. And now let me difeover fr iba this 
f net, what pranks itd rude Thames plays in her 
nacy. —- O me, here’s a_ boat has been caft 
sy! Alas, elas, fee one of her paffenger’s la- 
o fo life, to land at this haven here. So, 
now he’s paft the wortft. He comes towards me pretty 
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Enter Security, without his bat, in a night-cap, wet 
band, Gre. 

Secu. Hleaven, I befeech thee, how have I offended 
thee? where am I catt afhore now ? Let me fee; OI am 
{care able to look about me ; where is there any fea-mark 
that I em acquainted withal? 

Slit. Look up, are ves acquainted with this mark ? 

Secu. What! landed at Cuckold’s-haven? I will run 
back and drown my(elf. [He falls dowit. 
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S§¥t. Poor man, how weak he is! 

Secu. Landed at Cuckold’s-haven! if it had not been 
o die twenty times alive, I fhould never have cap’ 
ath, J will never anfe more. 

Slit. Alas, be not fo defperate! Rife, man; if you 
will, I'il lead you home. 

Secu. Home? fhall I make any know my home, that 
has known me thus abroad ? How low fhall I crouch away, 
that no eye may fee me? I will creep on the earth while 
T live, and never look heaven in the face more. 

[Evit creeping. 

S/it. What young planet reions now, that old men are 
fo foolith ? What deiperate young fwaggerer would have 
been abroad fuch weather as this, upon the water? Ah 
me, fee another remnant of this unfortunate fhip-wreck! 
A woman, ifsithh a woman! I difcern it tobe a woman! 
for all her body is above the water, and her cloaths fwim 

ifomely. — O they bear her up moft 


Cad 


about her moft handfome 
bravely ; Has not a woman reafon to love the taking up 
of her cloaths the better while fhe lives for this? She’s 
up, fhe’s up! fhe’s a beautiful woman, I warrant her, the 
billows durft not ‘devour her. 


Enter the drawer in the tavern before, with Winnifred. 
Draw, How fare you now, lady? 
Win. Much better, my good friend, than I with; ag 

one defperate of her fame, now my life is preferved. 
Draw. Comfort yourfelf,; that power that preferved 

you from death, ean likewife defend you from infamy ; 

howfoever you deferve it. Were not you one that took 


boat late this night, with a knight, and\other gentlemen, 


hava < & 
at Billinfgate ? 
Win. Unhappy that Iam, I was. 


Draw. 1 am glad it was my good hap to come down 
thus far after you, to a~houfe of my friend’s here in St, 
Katharine’s; fince I am now happily made:a means to 
your refcue, from the ruthlefs tempeft. There was left 
behind you at our ‘tavern, brought by a porter, a gentle- 
woman’s gown, hat, flockings, and fhoes; which if the 
be your’s, and you pleafe to fhift you, (taking a hard bed 
here, inthis houfe of my friend) I will prefently go fetch 
"em you. 

W in, 
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W in. ‘Thanks, my good friend. The gown with all 
things bound with if are ehbel which if you pleafe to 


fetch, J will than ully { fer here till you return ; mitreat- 
ing to let none a ow where J-amr be flow? d, left you incur: 


me much more damage in ‘my fame, than you have done 
me pleafure in preferving my life, 

Draw; Come in, lady, and {hift yourfelf; refolve that 
nothing butyour own pleafare fhall<be us’d in your dif= 
covery, 

Win, Thank you, good friend ; ‘the time may come 
I:fhall r requite you, | Exext. 


Enter Quickfilver barelead ed, 
Aceurs’d that ever I was favtd or-borny: 
How fatal is my fad the ba here! 

As if the {tars and oe lence {pake to me, 

And faid, the drift of : i unlawful courfes, 
(Whatever end :they dar ¢ Propate themfelves) 
‘They are the ready highways to our ruins. 

O! Sa h way-fhall I rae my defperate fteps, . 
In which unfufterable yeast and milery 

Will not attend them? I will walk this bank, 

And (ee if I can meet the other relicks 

Of our poor fhip-wreck’d crew, or hear of them, 
The knight, alas! was fo far gone with wine, 
“And the other three, that I refus’d their boat, - 
A\nd took the haplefs woman in another, 

Who cannot but be funk, whatever fortune 

Hath wrought upon the others defperate lives, [ Exie. 


Enter Petronel and Seagull bareheaded. 

Pet. Zounds, ed tain, I tell thee we are caft up o’ the 
coaft of France. ’Sfoot, I am not drunk ftiil, I hope. 
Do’ft remember where we were laft night? 

Sea. No, by my troth, knight, not-I; bat methinks 
we have been a horrible while upon the water, and in»the 
water. 

Pet., Ah me! haft any money about thee ? 

at Not a penny. 

Not a penny betwixt-us, and caft afhore -in 
kag 

Sea, Faith, I cannot tell that. 


Enter 


BENS T eked 
Flafiward Hoe. 105 


Enter two gentlemen. 

Pet. *Sfoot, wilt not believe me? See, here comes a 
eouple of French gentlemen, I knew we were in France; 
dof thow think our Enelifhmen are fo frenchified, that a 
man knows not whether he be in France or in England 
when he fees °em? What fhall we do? We muft e’en ta 
em, and intreat fome relief of *em: Life is fweet, and 
we have no other means to relieve our lives now, but their 
charities. 

Sea. Pray you, do you begs you can fpeak French. 

Pet. Monfieur, plaift il d’uvoir pity de nétre grand in- 
fortunes Fe fuis un panvre Chevalier a’ Angkterre, qui @ 
fuffri Vinfortune de naufrage: 

1 Gent. Un pauvre chevalier a’ Angleterre ? 

Pet; Ouy, monfienr, il eft trop vray 5 mais vous [caver 
bien, nous fommes tous fujet a fortune. 

2 Gent. A poor knight ot England? a poor knight of 
Windfor are you not? Why {peak you this breken French, 
when y’are a whole Englifliman ? On what coaft are you, 
think you? 

1 Gent, On the coaft of dogs, fir, Yarei’ th’ Ifle 
Dogs, Itell you. I fee y’have been wafh’d in the Thames 
here; and I believe ye were drown’d in a tavern before, 
or elfe you would never have took boat in fuch a dawning 
as this was. Farewell, farewell; we will not know you 
for fhaming of you.—I ken: the man well; he’s one of 
my. thirty pound knights, 

2 Gen. Now this is he that flole his knighthood o’ the 
grand day, for four pound given toa pages, all the mo- 
ney in’s purie, [Exeunt, 


Enter Quickfilver. 

Pet. What! my fweet Frenk Quickfilver! doft thou 
furvive to rejoice me? But what, nobody at thy heels, 
Frank? Ah me, whatis become of-poor miflrefs Security ? 

Quick. Faith, gone quite from her name, as fhe is 
from her fame, I think; I left her to: the mercy of’ the 
water. 

Sez. Let her go, let her go; let us go to our fhip at 
Blackwall, and {hift us. 

Pet. Nay, by my troth, let our clothes rot spon 
us; twenty to one our fhip is attach’d by this time ; 


and 
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our fhip be attach’d, there is no hope can. relieve 


Quick. Sfoot, knight, what an unknightly faintnels 
tran{ports thee? let our {hip fink, and all, the world that’s 
without us be taken from us, I hope I have fome tricks 
im this brain of mine {hall not let us perifh. 

Sea, Well faid, Frank, faith. O my nimble-fpirited 
wou ld hou had’ft been our pe nel. 
ne e his fpirit rarely: but I fee no means-he has 
tfpirit. 

oe. to, knight, I have more means than thou 
vare of:)J have not IM d amongft goldfmiths and 


3 Ol cers all this while, but I have “jearne od for nething 
worthy of my time with hana And not to let thee fink 
where thou ftand’ft, knight, Pll let thee know fome of 
my {kill Bacey 


good Frank, I befeech thee. 

Quick. I will blanch copper fo cunningly, that it fhall 
endure all Se but the teit, . Follow me; I will put it 
in practice inftantly 

Ambo. Notable Frank, we wall ever adore thee. 

[ Exeunte 
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Enter Drawer, with Winnifred new attir'd. 

Win. Now you have brought me nigh enough your 
tavern, which I defired I mig ht with fome colour ‘be feen 
near, enquiring for my hufband ; who, I munft tell you, 
ole thither the laft night, with my wet gown we have 
left at your friend’s, which to contin ue your former kind- 
neis, let me pray you to keep clofe from the knowledge 
ny; and leave me to my woman’s wit and fortune. 

Draw. All fhall be done you defire; and fo all the for- 
tune you cah with for attend you. [Exit Drawer. 

Enter Security. 

Secx. I will once more to this unhappy tavern before I 
fhift one rag-of me more, that I may there know what is 
left behind, and what news of their paffengers: 1 have 
bought me a hat and band with the little money I had 

about me, and made the fireets a little leave flaring at my- 
night-c 
Win, "6 my dear hufband! where have yousbeen to- 
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ght? allnight abroad ata tavern? rob me of my gar- 
ments? and fare as one run away from me? Alas! is this 
feemly for a man of your credit? of your age, and afs 
fection to your wife? 

Secu. What fhould I fay ? how mitaculoufly forts this? 
was not I at home, and-call’d thee laft night? 

Win, Yes, fir, the harmlefs fleep you broke, and my 
anfwer to you would have witnefs’d it, if you had had 
the patience to have ftaid and anfwered me ;-but your fo 
fudden retreat made me imagine you were gone to mr. 
Bramble’s; and fo I refted patient and hopeful of your 
‘coming again, till this your unbelieved ablence brought 
me abroad, with no lefs than wonder, to feek you where 
the falfe knight had carried you. 

Secu. Villain and monfter that I was, how have I 
abus’d thee? I was fuddenly gone indeed! I will fay no 
more but this, dear wife, I fufpeéted thee. 

Win. Did you fafpect me? 

Secu. Talk not of it, I befeech thee: I am afhamed to 
imagine it; I will home, I will home, and every morn- 
ing on my knees afk thee heartily forgivenels. ~ [Exeunt. 

Enter Touch/fone. 

Touch. Ha, firrah! thinks my knight. adventurer that 
we ken no point of our compafs? Do we not know north 
north-eaft, north-eaft and by eaft, eaft and by north, nor 
plain eaftward? Ha! have we never heard of Virginia, 
nor the Cavailaria, nor the Colonoria? Can we difcover 
no difcoveries? -Well, mine errant fir Flafh, and my 
runagate Qoickfilver, you may drink drunk, crack cans: 
TLhere’s that gone afore will flay your admiral, and vice- 
admiral, and rear-admiral, wére they ail (as they are) 
but one pinnace, and under fail, as well as a remora, 
doubt it not. Work upon that now. Nay, and you'll fhew 
tricks, we'll vie with you a little. My daughter, his 
lady, was fent eaftward by lend to a caftle of his i’ the air, 
(in what region I know not) and, as I hear, was glad to 
take up her lodging in her coach: fhe, and her two wait- 
ing women, her maid and her mother, like three {nails in 
a fhell, and the coachman a top of ’em, I think. Since 
they have all found the way back again by weeping crofs, 
But Pil not fee em, And for two of ’em, madam and 
her 
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her malkin, they are like to bite o° the bridle for William, 
as the.poer horfes-have Fins all this while that hurried ’em 5 
or elfe to graze o’ the common: So fhould my dame 
Touchftone too; but fhe has been my -crof{s thefe thirty 
years, and T’ll now keep her to fright away fprights, 


faith. I wonder I hear no news of my fon Gol ding. 
he was fent for to the Guild-hall this morning betimes , if 
I had not laid up comfort and hope in him, I thould crow 


defperate of all. See, he is come!— How now, fon, 
what news at the court of aldermen? 


Enter Golding. 

Geld. Troth, fir, an accident fomewhat ftrange; elle it 
hath little in it worth the reporting. 

Touch. What? It is not borrowing of money then? 

Gold. No, fir, it hath pleated the worfhipful common- 
ers of the city to take me one 1 their number at.prefen- 
tation of the in nque eft. 

Teuch. Ha 

1 “And “i alderman of the ward, wherein I dwell, 
te appoint me his deputy. 

Touch. How! 

Gold. In which place I have had an oath miniftred to 
me fince J went, 

Touch. Now, my eee and happy fen! let me kifs thy 
new worlhip, and a little hoaft mine own happinefs in 
thee. What a fortune was it (or rather my judgment 
indeed) for me, firft to fee that in his difpofition, which 
a whole city fo con{pires to { on) > Ta’en into the livery 
of his company the firft day of his freedom? now (not a 
week married) ¢ chote -n commoner and alderman’s deputy 
in a day? Nought but the reward of a thrifty courfe ; F the 
wonder of his time! Forward, my fen, andas this is the 
firft, fo efteera it the leaft flep to that high and prime 
honour that expects thee. 

Gold. Sir, as I was not ambitious er fo I covet no 
higher place; it Hath dignity enough, if it will but fave 
me from contempt: and I had rather my bearing in this, 
or any other office, fhould add worth to it, than the place 
give the leaft opinion to me. 

Zouch, Excel ilently fpoken: this modeft anfwer of thine 
blufhes, 
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Olufhes, asaf it faid, I will wear fcarlet fhortly. But no 
more of this now you hear it. You. hear how our lady i is 
come back with her tra ain, from the invifible caflle > 

Gold. Noy where is fhe? 

Touch. Within; but I have not feen ‘her yet, nor her 
te er: who now begins to with her daughter undubb'd, 
they fay ; and that the had walked a foot- pace. with Her 
fifter. — Here they come, ftand back. 


Fouchfone, Mrs. Touchftone, Girtred, Golding, Mildred, 
Syndefy. 
Save your ladyfhip: fave your good ladyfhip: your: lady- 
rnp is welcome from your encha inted caf file, fo are your 
beauteous retinue. I hear your knight err ant is travell'd 
on ftrange adventur ky Surely, in my mind, your ladyfbip 
hath fia fair; ana caught a frog, as the faying is, 

Mrs. Touch. Speak to your father, madam, and kneel 
down. 

Gir, Kneel? I hope I am not beng fo low yet: 
though my knight be run away, and has fold m my land, I 
am a lady full. 

Touch. Your ladythip fays true, madam; ‘and it is fitter 
that I thould pay obeifance to you, that are a knight's 
wife, and a lady, than you be brought on your } knees to 
me, who am a poor cullion, and your father. 

Gir, My father knows his duty. 

Mrs. Touch. O child! 

Tosch. And therefore I do defire your ladythip, in all 
humilit Ys to depart my ob/cure cottage ; and return in 
queft of your bright and ae tranfparent ‘ca le, however 
at prefent concealed to mor iy es, And as for one poor 
woman of your train here, I will take that.order, fhe thall 
no longer be a charge unto ae fhe {hall Hes at home 
with me, and take part with the Touchflone: If we he 
we will not complain to your Pile And fo, good 
madam, with your damfel here, pleafe-you to let us 2 fee 
your ftreight backs, in equipage; for truly, here is no 
rooft for fac chighebs as you are, or Biss o’ your fea- 
ther, if it like your ladythip. 

Gir. Marry, fyft o’ your kindnefs, Fe Stl as much. 
‘Come away, “State ! 


Mild, O good fifter! 
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Gir, Sifter, firreverence.— Come away, I fay. 
Gold. O madam, fair words never hurt the tongue. 
Gir. How fay you by that? you come out with yout 
gold ends now ! 
Mrs. Touch. Stay, lady-daughter: good hufband. 
Touch. Wife, no man loves his fetters, be they made 
of gold. As the has brew’d, fo let her drink, 0’ God’s 
name: fhe went witlefs to weddingy now fhe may go 
wifely a begging. She has coach-horfes, apparel, jewels 
yet left; when thofe are pawn’d or fpent, perhaps we fhall 
return into the lift of her acquaintance. 
Gir. I {corn it, i’faith.— Come, Sinne! 
(Exeunt Girt. and Synne. 
Mrs. Touch. Q madam, why do you provoke your fa- 
¢her thus ? 
Touch. Nay, nay, e’en let pride go afore, fhame will 
follow after, 1 warrant you. Come, why do’ft thou weep 
now? thou art not the firft good cow has had an ill calf, 
£ truft. — What’s the news with that fellow? 


Enter Conftable, whifpers Golding. 

Gold. Sir, the knight and your man Quickfilver are 
without, will you have ’em brought in? 

Touch. O, by any means. And, fon, here’s a chair, 
appear terrible unto ’em, on the firft interview. Let them 
behold the melancholy of a magiftrate, and tafte the fury 
of a citizen in office. 

Gold. Why, fir, I can do nothing to ’em, except you 
charge ’em with fomewhat. 

Touch. 1 will charge *em and recharge ’em, rather than 
authority fhould want foil to fet it off. 

Gold. No, good fir, 1 will not. 

Touch. Son, it is your place ; by any means. 

Gold. Believe it, I will not, fir. 


Enter knight Petronel, Quickfilver, Conftable, Officers. 
Pet. How misfortune purfues us flill in our mifery ! 
Quick. Would it had been my fortune to have been trufl 

up at Wapping, rather than ever had come here! 

Pet. Or mine, to have famifh’d in the ifland. 
Ouick. Muft Golding fit upon us ? 
Con. You might carry an M under your girdle, to mr. 


: , as ae 

geputy s Worihip. 
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Gold. What are thofe, mr. Conftable ? f 

Con. An’t pieafe your worthip, a couple of mafterlels 
men I preft for the Low-Countries, fir. 

Gold. Why don’t you carry them to Bridewell, accord- 
ing to your order, that they may be fhipt away? : 

Con An’t pleafe your worfhip, one of ’em fays he is a 
knight; and we thought good to fhew him your worlhip, 
for our difcharge. 

Gold. Which is he? 

Con. This, fir. 

Gold: And what’s the other ? 

Con, A knight’s fellow, fir, an’t pleafe you. . 

Gold. What, a knight and his fellow thus accoutred ! 
Where are their hats and feathers, their rapiers and 
cloaks ? 

Quick. O, they mock us. 

Con. Nay, truly, fir, they had caft both their feathers 
and hats too before we did fee ’em. Here’s all their fur- 
niture, an’t pleafe you, that we found. They fay, 
knights are now to be known without feathers like cock- 
rels by their fpurs, fir. 

Gold. What are their names, fay they? 

Touch. Very well this. He fhould not take knowledge 
of ’em in his place, indeed. 

Con. This is fir Petronel Flafh. 

Touch. How! 

Con. And this Francis Quickfilver. 

Touch, Ist poffible? I thought your worfhip had beer 
gone for Virginia, fir; you are welcome home, fir. 
Your worfhip has made a quick return, it feems; and no 
doubt a good voyage. Nay, pray you be cover’d, fir. 
How did your bifqyet hold out, fir? Methought I had 
feen this gentleman afore: good mr. Quickfilver, how a 
degree to the fouthward has changed you ! 

Gold. Do you know ’em, father? Forbear your offers 
a little, you fhali be heard anon. 

Fouch. Yes, mr. deputy: I had a finall venture with 
them in the voyage; a thing eall’d a fon-in-law, or fo, 
Officers, you may let ’em ftand alone ; they will not run 
away; Dll sive my word for them. A couple of very 
honeft gentlemen. One of them was my ’prentice, mr. 
Quickfiiver here; and when. he had two years to ferve, 

RZ kept 


kept his whore, and his hunting nag; would 
hundred pound at Grefco, or Pri imero, as familiarly (and 


all o’ my purie) as any bright piece of crimfon on ’em all; 
had his changeable riael ‘of apparel, ftanding at livery 
with bis mare; his chet of perfumed linen, and his bath- 
ing tu hich when I told him of, why he, he was a 
gentleman, and 1a poor Cheapfide groom, ‘The reme- 


dy was, we moft part. Since when, he hath had the 
cift of gathering up feme {mall parcels of mine, to the 

e of five hundred pound difpertt among my cuftom- 
irginian venture; “wherein this 
ne chief, fir Flafh: one that married a a Gaueh- h- 
lyhed her; turned fix thoufand pour 
and and wood of her’s into cafh within the 
sught her a new “bis o and acoach; {ent her 
fortune by land, whilft himfelf prepared for 
his fortune by fea; took in freih flefh at Billinfgate for h 
own diet, to:ferve him the whole voyage, the wife sbi a 
certain ufurer eall’d Security, who hath been the broker 
for ’em in all this bufinefs: pleafe, mr. deputy, Work upon 
that now, 

Gold. If my worfhipful father have ended-—— 

Touch ave, it fhall ; rleafe mr. deputy. 
| Witty 4 correction: 

Touch. Now, fon, come over ’em with fome fine gird ; 
as thus, Knight, you fall be encounterd, that is, had to 
the Counter; or Quickfilver, Iwill put you in a crucible, 


Te 


Ps ~ 7 
or fo 

fold. Str Petronel FI a 3 am forry to fee fuch flafhes 
as ah: Nobels from a ntleman of your qual ity and 


rank ; for ne own pat I could wifh I could fay { 

ld not fee them: bu tdactne is the mifery of magiftrates 
te men.in place, that they muft not wink et ofienders. 
Fake him afide; I will hear you anon, fir. 

7 | se I like this well yet: there’s fome grace 1 the 
left, he cries. 

Gold. Francis Quickfilver, would thou had’ft turn’d 
Quackfalver, rather than run into thefe diffolute and 
ewd courfes. Itis great pity; thou art a proper young 
man; thou haft prodigally confumed much of thy 
mafter’s eftate: and being by him geatly 7 vd, at 

tu f 


feveral times, haft turn’d thy{elf haughty and rebellious in 
thine 
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thine anfwers; requiting all his kindne{s with a coarfe and 
harfh behaviour. I muft tell thee, Francis, thefe are ma- 
nifeft figns of an ill nature ; and Heaven doth often punilh: 
fach pride with fcorn and infamy. My worthipful ohare 
what do you pleafe to charge them withall? From. the 
prefs I will free "em, mr. Conftable. 
Con. Then Pil teave your worfhip, fir. 
Gold. No, you may ftay ;. there will be other matters 
againtt em. 
Zouch. Sir, L do charge this gallant, mr. Quickfiver,, 
on fufpicion of felony ; and the knight, as being acceliary 
in the receipt of my. goods. 
Duck, O good fob, 
Touch. Hold thy peace, impudent varlet, hold ja 
peace! With what forehead or face do’ft thou offer 
chop logick with me, having run fuch a race of riot as 


thou haft done? Does not the fight of this ae 


man’s fortune and temper confound thee? that was thy 


younger fellow in houthold, and now come to have the’ 


place of a prise upon thee. Do’ft not cbferve this? 
Which of all thy gallants and gamefters, ny {wearers an 
thy {waggerers, will come now to moan th ry misfortune, 
or pity thy penury? They'll look out ata window as thou 
rid'ft in triumph to Tyburn,. and-cr y, Yonder gces honeft 
Frank, mad Quickfilver!. He was a free boon com; panign 
when he had money, fays one; hang him, fool, {ays 
another, he could not keep it when he had it. A pox.o? 
the cullion: his matter, { fays a nag he has’ brought-him 


to this. When their pox of pleafure, and their piles: of 


perdition, would have been better beflowed vpon thee, 
that haft ventur’d for them with the beft; and, by the 


clew of thy knavery, brought thyfelf- w eeping tothe cart 


of calamity. 

Quick; Worfhipful matter !. 

Touch. Oiler not to fpeak, crocodile ; I-will not heara 
found come from thee. Thou haft learned to whine at 


the play yonder. Mr. deputy, pray you commit them: 


both to fate cuftody, till I be able farther to charge ’emy 

Quick. O me, what an-unfortunate thing am i! 

Pet. Will you not take fecurity, fir? 

Zouch. Yes, marry will I, ee Flath, if I can find 
him; and.charge him as deep a s the beft{on you. He 
3 has 
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has been the plotter of all this: he is your engineer, J 

hear. £ Mr. deputy, you'll difpofe of thefe: In the mean 

time, T'llto my lord mayor, and get his warrant to feize 

the ferpent Security 1to my hands ; and feal up both 

‘age e and goods to the king’s ufe, or my fatisfaction. 
sold. Officers, take ’em to the Coubier. 

reer Pet. Oh! 

Touch. Nay, on, on: you fee the iffue of your floth : 
of floth cometh pleafure ; of pleafure cometh riot; of riot 
cometh whoring ; of whoring comes {pending ; é {fpend- 
ing comes want; of want comes thett ; Pig “theft comes 
hanging: and there is my Quickfilver fix’d. [Exeunt. 


tae 


Ack Vi Scene: 


Exter Girtred and Syndcfy. 


Gir. A H, Synne! haft thou ever read i’ the chroni- 
“~~ cle of any lady and her waiting- woman driven 
to that extremity the it we He Synne? 

Synd. NotI truly, madam ; and if I had, it were but 
cold comfort fhould come me of books now. 

Gir, Why, good faith, Synne, I could dine with a la- 
mentable flory now; can’ft thou tell ne’er a one, Synne? 

Synd. None but mine own, madam; which is lament- 
able enowzh : Ant, to be fto?n from my friends, which 
were woifhip ful, and of sood sath by a *prentice, in 

he habit and difguife of a gentl eman; and here brought 
te to London, and promis’? marriage; and now likely 
to be forfaken ; for he is ina, poffibility to be hang’d. 

Gir. Nay, weep not, god Synne, My Petronel | 
in as good poftibility as he. = Thy miferies are nothing e 
mine, Synne. J was more than promis’d marriage, Synne 5 ; 
T had it, Synne: and was made a lady, and by ak night, 
Synne ; hich is now as good as no knight, Syn ne: and 
I was born in London, which is more than brought up, 
Syane; and already forfaken, which is paft likelihood, 
Synne: and inftead of land i’the country, ‘all my knight's 


living lies i’the Counter, Synne: there’s his caflle now. 
Synd, 


Eaftward Hoe, 116 


Syad. Which he cannot be forced out of, madam. 

Gir, Yes, if he would live hungry a_week or two; 
Hunger, they fay, breaks ftone walis. But he is e’en well 
enough ferv’d, Synne, that fo foonas ever he had got my 
hand to the fale of my mheritance, ran away from me, as 
I had been his punk, God blefs us! Would the knight of 
the Sun, or Palmerine of Ingland, have ufed their ladies 
fo, Synne? 

Synd. I do not know, madam. 

Gir. Then thou knoweft nothing, Syn. Thou art a 
fool, Syn.. The knighthood now adays are nothing like 
the knighthood of old time. They rid a horfe-back ; ours 
go afoot. They were attended by their ’{quires ; ours by 
their ladies. ‘They went buckled. in their armour, ours 

wuffled in their cloaks. They travell’d wilderneffes and 
deferts; ours dare fcarce walk the ftreets. They were 
fill preft to engage their honour; ours ready to pawn 
their cloaths. ‘They would gallop on at fight of a mon- 
fter; ours run away at fight of a ferjeant. They would 
help poor ladies; ours make poor ladics. Let them va- 
nifh. And tell me, what fhall we pawn next? 

Synd. Ay, marry, madam, a timely confideration ; for 
our hoftefs (profane woman) has {worn by bread and falt, 
fhe will not truft us another meal, 

Gir. Let itftink in her hand then; I'll not be behold- 
en to her. Let me fee; my jewels be gone, and my 
gown; and my red velvet petticoat, that I was married 
in; and my wedding filk ftockings; and all thy beft appa- 
rel, poor syn. Good faith, rather than thou. fhouldeftt 
pawn a rag more, I'll lay my ladyfhip in lavender, if I 
knew where. 

Synd. Your ladythip! Who will lend any thing upon it. 

Gir, Who? marry, enow, I. warrant you; if you'll 
feck *em out. I’m fure I remember the time, when I 
would ha’ given a thoufand pound (if I had bad it) to have 
been a lady; and I hope I was not bred and born with 
that appetite alone: fome other gentle born o the city, 
have the fame longing I truft. And, for my part, I would 
afford ’em a penn’orth: my ladythip js little the worfe for 
the wearing ; and yet I would bate a good deal of the 
fum. Good lord, that there are no fairies now adays, Syn. 

Syvd. Why, madam? 

Gir, 
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Gir. To do miracles, and bring ladies-‘money. I re- 
member my {ong o’the Golden-fhower ; why may not I 
have furch a fortune? Tif fing it, and try what luck: I {hall 
have after it. 


Fon a fables tell of old, 

How Fove in ‘Baeds lap: 
Fell in af ower of gold, 

By which fhe caught a claps. 

Oh had. it been my hap! 

Howe er the blow dath threaten,, 

So well I like the ple 

That I could wifh all day 
Ana night to be fo beaten, 


Enter Mrs. Touchfione. 

Gir. O, here’s my mother! good luck, I hope. Ha’ 
you ious any money,.-mother? Nay, {weet mother, 
do not weep ! 

Mrs. Touch. | would | were in my grave. 

Gir. Nay, deat mother, can you fteal no more money 
one my fathe er? Dry your eyes and comfort me. Alas ! 

tis my knight's fault, and not mine, that I am in-a 

alice. and attired thus fimply. 

Mrs. Toxch. Simply ? ‘tis better than thou deferv’tt. 
Never whimper for the matter. 

Gir. Nay, mother, yo fhould ha’ look’d to it: a bo- 
dy would think ny were the older. I did but my kind, 
I, he wasa knight, and I was fit to be.alady. °Tisnot 
as of liking, but lick of living, that feversus. And you 

Ik like yourtelf. You fhew what husband you come on, 
You fmell 0’ the Touchftone. By this light, I think he is 
not my legitimate father. 

Synd. O, good madam, do not take up your mother 
fo. 

Mrs. Touch. Nay, nay, let her alone. Let her lady- 
fhip grieve me ftill with her bitter taunts.and terms. I 
have not dole eno ugh to fee her in this. miferable cafe. 
Well, Heaven knows my heart, I did little think that 
ever fhe fhould have had need of her fifter Golding. 

Gir. Why, mother, I ha’ not.yet. I would not change. 
hufbands with my fifter yet. 

Mrs, Touch. 
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Mrs. Touch. However, go to thy fifter, child: She'll 
be proud thy ladyfhip will come under her roof. She'll 
win thy father to releafe thy knight; and redeem thy 
gowns, and thy coach, and thy horfes; and fet thee up 
again, 

“Gir, But will fhe get him to fet my knight up, too? 

Mrs. Tench, That the will, or any thing elfe thou’lt 
afk her. 

Gir, 1 wiil begin to love her, if I thought the would 
@o this. 

Mrs. Touch. Try her; I warrant thee. 

Gir. Do't thou think fhe’ll do’t? 

Synd. Ay, madam, and be glad you will receive it. 

Mrs, Touch. That’s a good maiden: fhe tells you true. 
Come, I'll take order for your debts 7 the ale-houfe. 

Gir. Go, Synne, and pray for thy Frank, as I will for 
my Pet. [ Exennt. 


Enter Touchflone, Golding, and Wolf. 

Touch. 1 will receive no letters, mr. Wolf; you fhall 

ardon me. 
- Gold. Good father, let me entreat you. 

Touch. Son Golding, I will not be tempted; I find 
mine own eafy nature, and ] know not what a well-pen’d 
fubtle letter may work upon it: return with your packet, 
fir. 

Wolf. Believe it, fir, thefe are but letters of fubmiffion, 
all. 

Touch. Sir, I do look for no fubmiffion. I will bear 
my(elf in this like dlind juftice. Work upon that now, 
When the feffions come they fhall hear from me. 

Gold. From whom come your letters, mr. Wolf? 

Wolf. An’t pleafe you, fir, one from fir Petronel, ano- 
ther from Francis Quickfilver, and another from old 
Security; who is almoft mad in prifon. ‘There are two 
to-your worfhip ; one from mr. Francis, fir, another from 
the knight. 

Touch, 1 do wonder, mr. Wolf, why you fhould tra- 
vel thus in a bufinefs fo contrary to the kind, or nature 
o’ your place! ‘That you being the keeper of a prifon, 
fhould labour the releafe of your prifoners! Whereas, 
methinks, it were far more natural and kindly in you, 
to 
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to be ranging about for more, and not let thefe *feape 
you have already under the tooth. But they fay, you 
Wolves when you ha’ fuck’d the blood, once that they are 
dry, you ha’ done. 

Wolf. Sir, your worfhip may defeant as you pleafe 
o’ my name; but I pro teft, I was never fo mortified with 
any men’s difcourfe or be hal viour in prifon; yet I have 
had of all forts of men i’ the kingdom undet my keys; 
and . of all religions 7’ the I; and : as Papift, Proteftant, 
Puritan, Anabaptift, ” Fa imily o’ Love, Jew, Turk, Infidel, 
Atheit, by "Gobi: Fellow, ‘Rc. 

Gold. And ag of all thefe (thinks mr. Wolf) was 
the beft religio 

W olf. Broth: mr. Deputy, they that pay fees bef: 
we never examine th eir confciences farther. 

Gold. I believe. ou, mir. Wolf. Good faith, fir, here’s 
2 great deal of humil ae 1’ thefe letters. 

Wolf Humility, fir? I never knew or faw prifoners 
more penitent, or more devout. They will fit you up all 
night finging of pfalms, and edifying the whole € prifon, 
Only Security fings a note too high fometimes; becaufe 
he lies 7 the two- penny ward, far off. 

Zouch, Which on ’eny is’t is fo devout; the knight, or 
tother ? 

Wolf. Both, fir; but the young man efpecially: I 
never heard his like. He has cut his hair too; he is fo 


. i] } 
ell given, and has fuch good gifts! He can tell you al- 


mbit all the ftories of the Book of Martyrs; and {peak 
hig all the Sickman’s Salve, without book. 
Fouch. Ay, if be had had bn ce, he was brought up 

where it grew. On, mr. Wo 

Wolf. And he has one one Fangs, a ferjeant; a 
fellow could neither write nor read. He was dard th 
Bandog o’ the Counter: and he has brought him already 
to pare his nails, and a his prayers; and tis hoped, 
will fell his place fhortly, and become an intelligencer, 

Touch, No more; am coming already. If I fhould 
give any farther ear, I were taken. Adieu, good mr. 
Wolf. Son, I do feel mine own weaknefs ; do not im- 
portune me, pity is a rheum that I am fubjeet to; but I 
will refift it. Mr. Wolf, fjb és caf? away that is caf? in 
avy pools: Tell hypocrify it will not do. I have touch’ 
anc 
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and tried too often; I am yet proof, and I will remain 
fo; when the feffions come, they fhall hear from me. In 
the mean time, to all fuits, to all intreaties, to all letters, 
to all tricks, I will be deaf as an adder, and blind asa 
beetle; lay mine ear to the ground, and lock mine eyes 
1” my hand, againft all temptations. [ Boat 

Gold. You fee, mafter Wolf, how inexorable he is; 
there is no hope to recover him. Pray you commend me 
to my brother knight, and to my fellow Francis; pre- 
fent ’em with this {mall token of my love; tell’em I 
wifh I could do ‘em any worthier office; but in this it as 
defperate; yet I will not fail to try the uttermoft of my 
power for ’em. And fir, as far as I have any credit 
with you, pray you let ’em want nothing; though I am 
not ambitious they fhould know fo much. 

Wolf. Sir, both your actions and words {peak you to 
be a true gentleman. ‘They {hall know only what is fit, 
and no more, [Ewveunt, 


. Enter Holdfaft, Bramble, Security. 

Fold. Who would you {peak with, fir? 

Bram. 1 would {peak with one Security, that is prifo- 
ner here. 

Fold. X’are welcome, fir. Stay there, [ll call him to 
you Mr. Security! 

Sec. Who calls ? 

fold. Here’s a gentleman would fpeak with you. 

Sec. What is he? Is it one that grafts my forehead, 
now I am in prifon, and comes to fee how the horns 
{hoot up and -profper ? 

Hold. You muft parden him, fir; the old man is a 
little craz’d with his imprifonment. [Exit. 

Sec. What fay you to me, fir? My learned counfel 
mr. Bramble! Cry you mercy,-fir; when faw you my 
wife ? 

Bram. She is now at my houfe, fir; and defired me 
that I would come to vifit you; and inquire of you your 
cafe, that we might work fome means to get you forth, 

Sec. My cafe, mr. Bramble, is ftone walls, and iron 
grates. 

Bram. But what is’t you are in for, fir? 

Sec, For my fins, for my fins, fir; whereof marriage 
I$ 
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is the greateft. OQ, had I never married, 1 had never 
known this purgatory | to which hell is a. kind of cool 
bath, in refpect. My wife’s. con federacy, fir, with old 
Tou ichftone, that fhe might keep her: Jubilee, and the 


feaft of her new-moon. Do you underftand me, fir? 


Enter Quickfilver. 

Quick, Good fir, go in and talk with him. The light 
does him harm; and his example will be hurtful to the 
weak prifoners. Fie, father Security, that you'll be fill 
fo profane! will nothing humble you? 


Enter Petrone, 

Pet. But can we not be bail’d, mr. Bramble? 

Bram, Uardlys there are none of the judges in town, 
elfe you ee remove yoni in {pight of him, with a 
Habeas Corpus: But if Mi have a : friend to deliver yout 
tule. “fenfibly to fome juftice > the oes ae he may 
have feeling of it, (do you fee) you may be bail’d; for, 
as I underfiand the cale, itis only done tz terrorem; and 
you fhall have an action of falfe imprifonme nt again him 
when you come out, and perhaps a thoufand pound cofts. 


shag nr. orc 

Quick. How now, mr. Wolf? what news? 

W olf. Faith, bad al IL. yonder will be no letters re- 
ceived. ie fays the feffions fhall determine it, only mr. 
deputy Golding commends him to you, and with this 
token withes he coul d do you other good. 

Quick. 1 thank him. Good mr. Bramble, trouble our 
quict no more; do not moleft us im prifon thus with your 
winding devices: Pray youdepart. For my part, I com- 
mit my caufe to him that can fuccour me. Mr. Wolf, 
let this be diftributed among the prifoners; and de fire 
‘em to pray for us. [Exeunt Quick. Bramb. and Secu. 

Wolf. It fhall be done, mr Francis 

Pet. ‘But what faid my father-in-law, mr. Wolf? 


Enter Holdfift 
Ald. el one would {peak with you, fir. 
Wy of. I ‘ll tell you anon, fir Petronel. (Exit fir Pet. 
Who is’t? 
Hold. 
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Hold. A gentleman, fir, that will not be f{een: 


Euter Gelding. 
Volf. Mafter deputy, your worthip is welcome. 
Gold. Peace! 
Wolf. Away, firrah! [To Holdfaf?, 


Gold, Good faith, mr. Wolf, the eftate of thefe gentle- 
men doth much affeét me; and becaufe I am defirous to 
do them fome fair office, I have ventured on a device; 
which is to make myfelf your prifoner, intreating you will 
prefently go report it tomy father, and (feigning an ation 
at {uit of fome third perfon) pray him by this token, that 
he will, with all fecrecy, come hither for-my bail; which 
train I know will bring him abroad ; and then, having 
him here, I doubt not but we fhall be all fortunate in the 
event, 

Wolf. Sir, 1 will put on my beft fpeed to effect it. 
Pleafe you come in. 

Gold. Yes; and let mie reft conceal’d, I pray you. 

Wolf. Be pleafed to follow me, fir. { Exeunt. 


Enter Touchftone, wife, daughters, Synne, Winnifred, 

Mild. Dear father! 

Mrs, Touch. Hulband! 

Gir. Father! 

Win. & Sin. Mr. Touchftone ! 

Touch. Away, firens! I will immure myfelf again 
your cries, and lock my/elf up to your lamentations 

Mrs. Touch. Gentle hufband, hear me! 

Gir. Father, it is I, father ; my lady Flafh! my fitter 
and I are friends. 

Mil. Good father ! 

Win. Be not harden’d, good mr. Touchftone. 

Louch, I am deaf, I do not hear you; I have ftopt 
mine ears with fhoemaker’s wax; and drank Lethe and 
Mandragora to forget you, 


1 


4 
Le 


Enter Wolf. 
Wolf. Where’s mr. Touchftone? I mutt {peak with 
him prefently ; I have loft my breath for hafte. 
Mild. What's the matter, fir? pray all be well, 
S Wolf. 
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Wolf: Mafter deputy Golding ‘is arrefted upon an exe- 
cution, and defires he would come to him inftantly. 

Mild. Ah me! do you hear, father ? 

Touch. Tricks, tricks, confederacy ! I {cent ’em. 

Mrs. Touch. Why, it is mr. Wolf, hufband ! 

Mild. Father! 

Louch. | am deaf fill, I fay: I will neither yield to 
the fong of the firen, nor the voice of the hyena; the 
tears of the crocodile, nor the howling o’ the wolf. 
Avoid my habitation, monfters. 

Volf. Why, you are not mad, fir? I pray you look 
forth, and {ce the token I have brought you, fir. 

Touch. Ha! what token is it? 

WV olf. Do you know it, fir? 

Touch. My fon Golding’s ring! Are you in earneft, 
mr. Wolf? 

Wolf. Ay, by my faith, fir. He is in prifon; and 
required me to ufe all {peed and fecrecy to you. 

Touch. My cloak there! I am plagued for my aufterity ; 
my cloak !— At whofe fuit, mr. Wolf? 

Wolf. Vl tell you as we go, fir. [ Exeunt. 

Mild. O me! my mother! what cruel accidental woe 
is this? O let me run to comfort my dear Golding. 

My father’s hafte doth {peak the danger great, 
O let me fly to fhare my hufband’s fate. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Wolf and Touchftone. 
Wolf. Pleafe you ftay here, fir; Pll call his worfhip 
down to you. 


Enter Quickfilver and Petronel. 

Touch. Who is this? my man Francis, and my fon-in- 
law! let us fland afide a while— But where’s my fon 
Golding? 

Woif. 1 know he obfcures himfelf to hear mr. Quick- 
filver fing his lamentation, a difmal ditty he has compofed 
himfelf; he is come into this room on purpofe to fing it 
to the knight, fir Petronel, again; who drops a tear for 
every line he fings: It is to the tune of, J mail in woe, I 
plunge in pain, 

Pet, Come, my dear friend! once more. 


Quick. 


Daic k, 
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It is all the Teftimony I fhall leave behind me 


to the world, and my worthy mafter, that 1 have fo 


offended. 
Louch. 


Quick. 


Ha! what’s that? 


In Cheapfide, famous for gold and plate, 
Quickfilver I did dwell of late: 

L had a mafter good and kind, 

That would have wrought me to bis mind. 
Ze bade me fill, work upon that , 

But, alas, I wrought I know not what! 
de was a Touchftone, black but true; 
And told me till what would infue. 

Yet, woe is me! I would not learn, 

I faw, alas! but could not difcern. 


Pet, Excellent, excellent well! _ 
Gold. O, let him alone; he is raken already. 


Quick, 


I caft my coat and cap away; 

T went in filk and fattins gay 5 

Falfe metal of good manners I 

Did daily coin unlawfully. 

L feorn’d my mafter, being drunk, 

I kept my gelding and my punk! 

And with a knight, fir Flajb by name, 
(Who now is forry for the fame) 3 


Pet, Y thank you, Francis! 


I thought by fea to run away, 
But Thames and tempeft did me flay. 


Touch. This cannot be feign’d fure. Heaven pardon 
my feverity! The ragged colt may prove a good horfe. 
Gold. How he liftens, and is tranfported! he has for- 


got me. 


Dick, 


Still Eaftward-hoe was all my word; 

But Weftward I had no regard: 

Nor ever thought what would come after; 

As did, alas! his youngej? daughter. 

At lalt the black ox trod 0 my foot, - 

And | faw thon what long’d untet : 

S 2 Now 
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Now ¢: y 1, F ouch Fone, touch me Be - 
an ae 

And make me ct rPeat by t thy frill! 


foucé. And I will do it, Francis! 
laft, and the Farewell. 


, Cheapfide ! farewell, Sweet trade 
f goldimiths all, that ne'er fhall fads, 
f arewe “, dear fellom-prentices all! 

a id be You 4 warned by my fall; 
urers,.bawds, and dice, and dtabs, 
oid them as Jon Wo wld Prine! b {cabs. 
oeek not to go beyond your tether, 

But cut your thanzs unto your leather ; 
So shad you thrive by little and Little, 
“Weape T. yourn, Compters, and the Spittle 
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cape thou fhalt, my penitent Francis! 


Touch. I can no longer forbear to do your humility 
right : Arife, and let me honour your repentance sgh the 
hearty and joyful embraces of a father and friend’s love. 
Quickfilyer! thou haft eat into my breaft with the drops 
of thy forrow. 

Quick. O fir, Tam not worthy to fee your face. 

Pet. Forgive me, father ! 

Louch. Speak no more; all former paffages are for- 
gotten, and here my word ‘hall releafe you. ‘Thank this 
worthy brother, and kind friend, Francis. — Mr. Wolf, 
i am their bail. My dear Son Golding, thy pious fraud 
has given me double pleafure to fee thee fafe, and hear 
their true converfion. Work upon that nom. 

Sec. [within] Mafter Touchftone! Mafter Touchftone! 

Touch. Who's that? 

Wolf. Security, fir. 

Sec. Pray you, fir, if you'll be won with a fong, hear 
my lamentable tune too. 
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Mafler Toxch fone, 
My heart is fui ll of woe 5 
Alas, 
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Alas, Lam a cuckold! 

And why fhoula it be fo? 
Becaufe 1 was an ufurer, 
And bawd, as all you know, 
For which again, I tell you, 


My hears is full of woe. 


Fouch. A doleful ditty, indeed! Bring him forth, mr. 
Wolf, and releafe his bands. ‘This day fhall be facred to 
mercy and to mirth.—See, we are encountered with 
more {uitors. 


Enter mrs. Touchftone, Girtred, Mildred, Syndefy, Winni- 
fred, Cre. 

Save your breath: All things have fucceeded to your 

wihes, and we are heartily fatisfied in their events. . 

Gir. Ay, runaway, runaway! have I caught you: 
And how has my peor knight done all this while? 

Pet, Dear lady, forgive me. 

Gir. As heartily as 1 would be forgiven, knight. 
Dear father, give me. your bleffing, and forgive me too 5 
I ha’ been proud, father ; and a fool, father; and being 
rais'\d to the ftate of a lady, father, have fcorn’d you, 
father, and my fifter; and would make a mouth at the 
city, as I rid through it; and ftop mine ears at Bow bell; 
I have faid your beard was a bale one, father, and that 
my mother was but my midwife. 

Mrs. Touch, Now God forgi’ you, child madam. 

Touch. No more repetitions, What elfe is wanting to 
make our harmony full ? 

Gold. Only this, fir, that my fellow Francis make 
amends to Miftrefs Syndefy, with marriage. 

@uick. With all my heart. 

Gold. And Security give her a dower, which thal} be 
all the reftitution he fhall make of that huge mafs he hath 
fo unlawfully gotten. 

Touch. A good motion! What fays mr. Security? 

Sec. I fay any thing, fir, what you'll ha’ me fay. 
Would I were no cuckold! 

Win, Cuckold, hufband? why, I think this wearing 
of yellow has infected you. 

Touch, Why, mr, Security, that fhould rather be a 

comiort 
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comfort to you than a corrofive. If you be acuckold, it 
is an argument you have a beautiful woman to your wife ; 
then you fhall be much made of; you thall have ftore of 
friends, never want money; you fhall be eafed of much 
o’ your wedlock pain, others will take it for you: Befides, 
you being an ufurer, (and likely to go to hell) the devils 
will never torment you : They'll take you for one of their 
own race, ; / 

Sec. Lam refolved, fir. Come hither, Winny. 

Touch. Well then, all are pleafed, or fhall be anom 
Mafler Wolf, have you-no apparel to lend Francis to fhift 
him? 

Quick. No, fir, nor I deGre none; but here make it 
my fuit, that I may go home through the ftreets in thefe 5 
as a {pectacle, or rather an example, to the children‘of 
Cheapfide. 

Touch. Thou hat thy wifh. Now, London, look about, 
And in this moral fee thy glafs run out. 

Behold the careful father, thrifty fon, 

The folemn deeds which each of us have done ; 

The ufurer punifh’d, and from fall fo fleep 

The prodigal child reelaim’d, and the loft fheep. 
[Exeunt, 
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